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Via Lucis 



One Christmas Eve, Flora, Countess d'Erella, took her child 
Arduina to Cagiati's, the big shop in the Corso, where the 
newest toys are sold, that she might choose her own presents. 

It was inconsistent of her, this spending the winter in Rome, 
in the very jaws of the enemy ; but the doctors had sent her 
there, holding out brilliant hopes of recovery they were far 
from sharing. She loved the still half-uncivilised city, and she 
trusted to chance as to not meeting her husband. Besides, the 
rebellious spirit that had driven her asunder from him was not 
quenched yet, and she told herself: * What if she did come face 
to face with him ? They were strangers again, and he did not 
care for vengeance — what had he to revenge sufficiently to 
take away the child for the sake of giving her pain ? As for 
claiming her for her own sake — the thought was absurd. So 
Arduina was safe. Nothing else mattered.' 

Cagiati's windows form a centre of attraction when the 
Christmas season comes round. 

Such a crowd of envious ragamuffins gathers before those 
sheets of glass to watch the gay dolls, the complete grocer's 
shops, the donkeys with a real saddle, ttie monkey in a ham- 
mock, the race-courses where the horses actually move, and the 
kitchens where a genuine fire can be lit, that passers-by who 
have had their fill of these sights, or have never cared much 
about them, are forced to abandon the pavement and make 
their way among the carriages, in terror for their toes. 

'I wish you could be just a little longer making up your 
mind, Arduina,' said her mother ; the good-humoured sarcasm 
of her phrase and voice denoting far more pla3rful comradeship 
than reproof. 

The child wa^ scarcely a pretty one — only her hair was thick 
and promised to develop into some wonderful colour, to soften 
into some one of the thousand shades that range from red to 
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2 FIA LUCIS 

brown. It was more red than anything else at present^ and 
her eyes were brown, and her look was intelligent. She was 
slim, — too slim for so young a child, — and that made her eyes 
look larger than they were. Her smile, when she did smile, 
which was rarely, being solemn in those days, was that of a 
woman. 

Arduina's mother was fair, of that peculiar fairness we 
Romans are apt to think belongs only to English or American 
women. Her eyes were quite grey, and she was a sharp- 
moving, quick-speaking, brisk little creature. The rest of her 
face and figure was young enough, and just pretty enough, to 
render the unmistakable look of deep-seated illness she wore 
doubly pathetic. Had that mother and child been more alike, 
one could have taken them for sisters, there was so little 
maternity about Countess d'Erella. 

'I want a doll that I can call Theodora/ murmured the 
evidently spoiled little girl ; ' and there isn't one here. It isn't 
a nice shop.' 

She spoke with wonderful correctness and precision. It was 
her voice only that was six years' old. 

^Well, it seems to me there are plenty of dolls here; you 
must be hard to please if you can't find one to suit you,' cried 
the Countess, amused, as usual, by anything Arduina said. 

^ But I can't. You see, she must have grey eyes, like yours, 
and a grown-up face. They all look like babies here, and 
Theodora must be grown up if she is to marry Mario.' 

The child's tone was dull, apathetic : as if she had said the 
same thing over and over again and was tired of repeating it ; 
but intended doing so in spite of her fatigue, until she had 
succeeded in convincing everybody all round. There was 
evidently in her no lack of the elements that go towards the 
making up of a tiresome little mortal ; hard to amuse and 
inclined to be sulky, one would say. 

No, not hard to amuse when once she had found what 
pleased her, as was amply testified presently by her bound and 
spring towards a doll, standing upright in its box, that caught 
her eye from the far end of the table where the best toys were 
displayed. There was a heap of dolls turned out of their card- 
board coffins before her, but she brushed past them uncere- 
moniously, and the young man who waited on them being just 
then occupied with a musical box he had vainly striven to force 
on her, she jumped to the much-sough t-for grey-eyed doll and 
seized it herself, hugging it with a triumphant : 

* Here she is ! ' 
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FIA LUCIS 3 

The longing people saw her through the wide glass windows, 
and some of them smiled. 

The doll was expensive, but that was nothing to Countess 
d'Erella. The child was pleased. 

'She might be married for the Epiphany, mamma, mightn't 
she, if Lizzie could get her trousseau done ? ' 

Some English ladies, just come in, stared at the queer little 
thing who was so well conversant with the outwanl require- 
ments of a wedding. Arduina saw the stare, and flushed with 
annoyance. It was a revelation into her small, half-closed bud 
of a soul, that quick impatient flush. And so was that raising 
of herself on tip-toe^ and that remark in a loud, slightly affected 
whisper that the English ladies would be sure to hear : 

* Of course it's only make-believe ! ' 

They left the room where the toys were exhibited and 
passed through the one leading into the street. There was 
quite a crowd in it, waited upon by a young man who had his 
face all pulled awry by early convulsions, and a pleasant, false- 
looking woman with bright eyes and grey hair. She showed 
people the English gloves and neckties, and purses^ and card- 
cases, and other minor articles. If you visit Cagiati's now, you 
will find them there still, these two ; but the old, old man, 
pink-eyed^ with the gold-rimmed glasses, who gave people their 
change, is dead, I think. 

In the passage from the inner to the outer room stood a 
small escritoire, a sort of up-to-date Louis xv., that was rather 
graceful. Arduina touched the arm of her mother. 

' Mamma,' she said with a grave, self-contained authoritative- 
ness that was positively absurd^ ' when I am to have a writing- 
table, I want that one.' 

' We shall be back home by the time you need writing-tables, 
love, and then you can choose a prettier there.' 

* No, I like this one. You can write to them and it can be 
sent.' 

'What if it be sold?' continued her parent, for idle argu- 
ment's sake, as she followed^ with a covert glance at a certain 
bonnet on her left that she approved of. 

'Oh, I have learned exactly what it is like, and we can write 
a description and order another.' 

The young man with the defective face pulled the glass door 
back deferentially for the Countess and her daughter. They 
knew her well at Cagiati's ; seven years ago, when she married 
Count d'Erella, they had made and fitted up half her furniture ; 
they knew a good deal about her domestic affairs too. 
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4 VIA LUCIS 

Arduina looked back as she passed out, with her half-naked 
Theodora sitting on her arm in dangerous equilibrium, at the 
little table that had struck her fancy. Perhaps she was rumi- 
nating some means of getting it out of her mother at once — 
she could write so neatly now, she told herself complacently ; 
at any rate, whatever her cogitations, she did not see the rather 
high step there was at the shop-door before issuing safely out 
on the pavement; and so came into violent collision with a man 
who was entering at that moment, rather absent-minded, and 
very brusque. 

Outside, it was wretched sirocco weather, the streets were 
slimy and slippery, so that the new customer, besides being in 
a hurry, was slightly unsteady on his feet. As the unnoticed 
step was too high for her, the shock in a way was providential : 
it saved the child from a bad fall ; but it dashed the doll out of 
her arms on to the stones with a crash. 

The man's face seemed to express disapproval of the little 
girl's awkwardness, rather than distress over the broken play- 
thing. He uttered something that was not an apology ; then, 
suddenly remembering himself, looked up to frame something 
that was. But the words froze on his lips. 

Though five or six years must have wrought some change in 
them, they could not but recognise each other. The young 
man who had opened the door recognised them too, and nudged 
.a companion who was tearing past, to come and watch. When 
the latter saw what was up, he found his impatient customer 
must wait, the situation was too good a joke to be missed. So 
he stayed, under cover of helping to pick up the broken frag- 
ments of doll's head. — Count d'Erella was even better known 
at Cagiati's than his wife. 

Flora held her child fast by one shoulder, — she could tell by 
its heaving what a state the little one was in, and she knew 
that Arduina's passions were like her own, formidable. 

Of course it only lasted a few seconds, the whole scene. A 
few seconds more gave the Count time to say in French : 
' Pardon . . . Madame ' ; and the Countess to mutter something 
between her teeth, bitterly, unreasonably. 

He slunk in like a culprit, and she brushed past, pushing the 
child into the brougham before her, and shutting the carriage 
door with a bang. Her exit would have been majestic had she 
boasted a few more inches. 

Arduina sat up straight and prim, with a cloud between her 
brQws. She was ugly, with that prodigious frown shadowing 
her face. 
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VIA LUCIS 5 

Both watched the bleared reflection of the gas-dames in the 
tearful streets for a while. Then the mother slipped her arm 
round the little girl's shoulders, and drew her fondly towards 
her. ' You don't mind very much, darling, do you } You shall 
come to-morrow and choose another.' 

' I don't want another/ moaned the child, the storm bursting 
after that unnatural calm, and slow, unbabylike tears beginning 
to crawl down her cheeks. 

* I didn't want any doll,' getting excited, ' I wanted a doll 
like the one in my head, Theodora — she was Theodora ; and/ 
with a half shriek, 'there isn't another Theodora in the 
world ! ' 

Flora was distressed. When Arduina took up a fixed idea 
it was hard work to unscrew it ; and when she began that quick 
sobbing, she was likely to keep it up for hours, until she had 
made herself sick. 

' That nasty, black old man,' she kept murmuring to herself: 
* he has murdered her, poor Theodora ! ' 

The woman's thoughts were graver than the child's, but none 
the less stormy for that. She felt the sudden longing to get 
away from him, the fear of not being able to do so, and of 
remaining in his power, in contact, all her life through, with him 
who had tortured her after her brief span of love was over, in 
the few months she had continued living under his roof. 

The sight of him brought up a crowd of ever latent thoughts 
— anger with herself for having once loved such a man ; old 
aches of wounded pride and shattered hopes, and feelings made 
sore ; an under-current of irritated disappointment over a life 
completely spoiled by the fault of another, so far as home and 
love go towards making up a life. Above all, that glimpse of 
her husband's face brought up a sense of uneasiness. Involun- 
tarily, in spite of having a very clear notion of his frigidity as a 
father, she tightened her grasp of the child. 

Excitement was bad for her, and she coughed repeatedly on 
her way to the Quirinal Hotel, — the Grand was not built yet, 
— ^^the sharp, cavernous cough that killed her in the end. Rome 
or Naples, the doctors had said. She felt her vague anxiety, 
and her repulsion that was anything but vague, increase to 
morbidness. Rather than risk meeting him again she would 
give up Rome. How silly of her to have imagined she could 
meet him calmly ! She would go to Naples within the week. 

Arduina's sobs put her in a still greater passion against her 
this time unintentionally offensive husband. ^ 

' The brute ! ' she muttered again. 
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6 VIA LUCIS 

^ Mamma ! * cried the little girl, after a pensive pause that 
had followed an interval in her weepings ' you looked as if you 
knew him — didn't you speak to him too ? Who was he, that 
nasty black man ? ' 

At the sound of her own voice, she melted into tears again, 
and her mother did not try to check her this time — she wished 
to avoid answering her question. 

What was the use of telling her ? Why speak to her of that 
father at all ? ' She need never know him/ she thought, 
^ unless I die before him, which is not likely at my age ! ' 

She did not know, poor thing, she would be dead before 
April, leaving Angelo in possession of the child he neither 
knew nor loved : the wonderfully quick, over-nervous, over- 
petted child she had thoroughly unfitted by her fondly erratic 
training for contact with one of this hard world's hardest 
inhabitants. 

Nor did she, happily for her peace of mind, realise, even in 
her worst suppositions, that the near approach to a just 
description of his character was his own child's definition — that 
he was really, and for more reasons than one, a ' nasty black 
man.' 
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When the brougham stopped at the Hotel Quirinal^ Arduiua 
jumped down before her mother^ and scrambled upstairs with- 
out waiting for the lift. 

' Lizzie !' she cried, a regular street urchin's bawl, when she 
reached one of the endless corridors on the second floor; 
tumbling into No. 85 as if she had been thrown there, and 
falling in a heap by the side of a woman who was sewing at the 
table where the lamp stood. 

A storm of sobs racked her, the sobs partly of a little soul 
where budding passions are strong, partly of a spoiled young 
plague of an only child who could not bear being thwarted, 
even in her slightest whims. 

' Lizzie, Lizzie I shall die ! ' she gasped. 

' Don't be silly ; sit up — what's the matter with you now ? ' 
Tlie accent, not an unkind one, on the now, showed there was 
often something the matter. 

As well as she could for tears, she told the story of the 
clearly incomparable Theodora's short but eventful life. 

' Such a horrid old man,' she said, when the end was reached ; 
' I know mamma was so rude to him. I 'm so glad ! I wish I 
could die, like the little girl in Uncle Tom's Cabin I' 

• Don t be wicked !' 

She laid the back of her head against Lizzie's lap and gazed 
up at the ceiling. Have you ever seen anything in the annals of 
decorative art so harrowing to the optic nerve as a hotel ceiling? 
This particular one had the four seasons capering about in the 
corners, and a jaunty cherub in the centre with an extraordinary 
lyre in one hand, revelling in wreaths of gorgeous flowers, ante- 
diluvian perhaps. More likely not even that. Arduina took it 
all in very soberly. 

^ I wish we had steps, and could climb right up into heaven,' 
she sighed at last. Lizzie had been folding her work. 

^ Don't be silly. Stand up, and let me take your things off; 
you don't know how late it is.' 

Arduina obeyed, calm now, except for a sort of tremble 
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8 FIA LUCIS 

that would catch her breath now and then — ^when she re- 
membered. 

' I saw the Queen/ she said presently. 

' Was she nice ? ' 

* Rather ; I liked her better yesterday. And I saw the King^ 
too, and we were alone on the path when he passed, and he 
took his hat off just on purpose for us. I did laugh !' Despite 
her airs she was still guilty of baby-talk occasionally with Lizzie, 
in the intimacy of her nursery. 

' And where did you see the King ? ' continued her nurse, 
delighted at the prospect of getting so amicably through the 
process of dressing her for dinner. 

' Wliy, on the Pincio ; the band played ; they played when 
the tocsin strikes in the Huguenots ; mamma told me all about 
the Huguenots. They burned them like rats.' 

' Have you ever seen rats burned. Pussy ? ' ^ 

' No ! ' — and she laughed out her own gleeful laugh, so pleased 
was she at the comical idea. 

Lizzie made her chatter on, and that kept her good. It was 
no sinecure she held, poor Lizzie, as nurse to this youngest, 
last of the eccentric d'Erellas, humoured too as she was. 
There were centuries of wild notions and deeds accumulated 
in her thin blue veins, to say nothing of her mother's semi- 
Americanism. 

That mother put her head in at the door about half an hour 
later. 

'Are you ready? That's right. Fix that sash straighter, 
Lizzie.' 

She came in, and stood, while her child's hair was receiving 
the last touch, witli her back to the room and her hand on the 
mantelpiece, warming first one foot then the other. 

* Was it damp out, Madame ? ' inquired the nurse. 
'Beastly.' 

Countess d'Erella twisted herself round and fixed her e^es on 
the young woman, who was sticking in a safety-pin to hold up 
the bow of Arduina's sash. 

' Lizzie, we must pack up again to-morrow. We are going to 
Naples.' 

'Oh ?' very questioningly. 

The tone of that briefest of interjections was not that of maid 
to mistress ; nor was the tone of Countess d'Erella's words that 
of mistress to maid. 

* Yes,' continued the Countess, underlining her words. ' Naples 
is better for me, Lizzie. I cant stay liere ; you understand ? ' 
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* Yes, ma'am ; very well.' There was endless devotion in the 
simple, ready answer. ' Must you go to-morrow ? ' 

' No, the day after will do. I'll see you again,' impressively, 
* later. Come, dear.' 

And there was endless devotion in the heart too, not in the 
voice only, of Lizzie Blake. 

They had known each other since childhood, when the well- 
mannered little girl used to come and see her aunt, the 
Wilmingtons' housekeeper. Flora, who was an only child, and 
spoiled and lonely, had been allowed to make a companion of 
her. They had been very friendly — Flora's character was 
sweet, in childhood especially, and Lizzie was affectionate. 
When the time came for the latter to earn her own living, 
Flora was about to be married ; she had her out to Italy, and 
had kept her ever since : a sort of intimate factotum who served 
her as no maid would have done, and looked after the child 
Arduina as no strange nurse ever could have done. She had 
been told all the Countess's troubles, and had followed her 
about everywhere. 

Count d'Erella had hated her in the old days for the antag- 
onism to himself that oozed out of her straight-looking, honest 
eyes, and for her jealous, dog-like devotion to the wife he 
neglected. 

A few months later, on her death-bed, it was to her that the 
Countess d'Erella left her child, charging her never to leave it. 

When the Countess had taken Arduina away and had gone 
down to dinner, Lizzie, who had hers later, took up her place 
under the lamp and continued her work ; she was lengthening 
a white frock of the baby's. There was a shadow on her good, 
steady face— she was thinking over, as she often did, some 
facts in Flora's life. 

Not a bright one. Flora's father was English, but her mother 
was American. They were not rich for London life, very much 
so in the opinion of foreigners, Romans especially, who seem to 
think any new-comer from a strange land good to fleece. 

Conscious that more could be made of their fortune abroad 
than at home ; partly, too, in consideration of his wife's failing 
health, Mr. Wilmington let his house in Wilton Place and 
moved southwards. They spent a winter on the Riviera ; then 
they settled in Rome, taking the first floor of Palazzo Pini, 
which did not much savour of reduced means, and lived a life 
there that was grandeur in comparison with what their income 
would have permitted in England. 

Many heiress-hunting simpletons flocked to the Wilmingtons' 
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Tuesday evenings and Thursday afternoons, never doubting but 
that the traditional English castle and park on the side of the 
father, and the legendary American fortune on the side of the 
mother, were in store for the girl. 

Angelo d'Erella was among these — ^the heiress-hunters, not 
the simpletons. 

The d'Erellas were an old family ; noble, so said the papers 
in the archivio, since the fourteenth century. Angelo himself 
was an ordinary man with a few super-ordinary energies, who 
had done the regulation amount of fighting for the unity of his 
country, the regulation amount of high play and love, more than 
the regulation amount of duelling, and had run through what 
little his father had left him. The old man had died of a fit 
brought on by rage at some freak or other of his son's. With 
all his punctuality in the execution of the social programme 
life bad allotted to him, however, that son was neither liked 
nor trusted. 

Angelo d'Erella had two qualities that would prevent his 
shipwreck so long as they held out : he always fell on his feet, 
and he possessed a faith unshakable in his own transcendent 
powers of organisation and direction. If he had commanded 
at Custoza, he was wont to say, the battle would not have been 
lost. 

In the early seventies he dabbled in politics, and finance too. 
As he was still young and vastly inexperienced in spite of his 
cocksureness, he was speedily duped by the kind friends, papal 
and Bourbon soldiers of yesterday, who had undertaken to 
initiate him. His pride, or the all-round vanity that in him 
stood for pride, rose up in arms. To succeed by any means, 
fair or foul, and to reach a position of influence that would 
secure a command of capital, there was then as now for the 
unscrupulous but one sure way — Parliament. He resolved to 
present himself as candidate at the next elections in one of the 
most obscure 'coUegi' up in the Abruzzi mountains. A few 
thousand francs would have done the job, but he had them not, 
nor could he find them. This absence of a first meagre founda- 
tion to the colossal fortune he meant to conquer, this small but 
impassable barrier, checkmated him at the outset. He had 
nothing to mortgage or sell ; his property in the dreariest part 
of the Campagna Homana had passed into other hands long 
ago ; his draughty old palace in the Via della Scrofa was already 
so charged that the rents he drew from it hardly sufficed to 
feed and clothe him after the interests were paid. And he 
had no credit, even in those first days of the Italian govern-* 
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ment, when all^ in the flush of pride and success, were inclined 
to be magnanimously confiding. He was known to be penniless, 
and morally he stood on the borderland between the honest man 
who will pay at any cost to himself and the scoundrel who will 
always be ready to meet his creditors when it suits him to do 
so, whatever the means he has to employ, whatever the cost to 
others. He read this opinion of himself in the many refusals 
that were served him. Then he looked his position well in the 
face, his former indifference to his fellow-men hardening into a 
bitterness that was nearly hatred. One day in particular, he 
pulled his cuffs an inch or two farther over his hands, and 
resolved to succeed. The House of Parliament stood just in 
front of the restaurant where he happened to be dining ; he 
gave it one vicious glance and went on eating quietly, with the 
calm of a made-up mind. He had as firm a will as any one, 
and the intention of sticking at nothing. He would win, with 
a whole winter before him for his electioneering campaign. 

This time, too, he began by falling on his feet. A friend 
introduced him to the Wilmingtons. Somebody who could be 
trusted told him they were worth several millions. Somebody 
else from the Banca Romana declared to him privately they 
did not themselves know how rich they were — he had dined 
there once, you see, and had been given a remarkably good 
dinner. ^ 

D'Erella took it all in, and laid his plans accordingly. He 
made himself first liked, then charming, then indispensable 
there, and in a very short time, just at the right moment, 
proposed to Flora, with a passion that took her breath away, 
and almost forced her to love the lonely man who pleaded so 
eloquently not only for her, but for redemption by her from the 
chain of old habits and association, for purification through love 
and the influence of a smile-illumined hearth. 

Angelo knew what he was about when he scorned dissimula- 
tion and painted himself in the colours of a rake. Not only 
does the belief of having worked a man's conversion act so 
powerfully on a woman's vanity and imagination that she rarely 
resists him after the sweet disclosure, but he was well aware 
that the pose of a tardy repentance and a general settling-down 
was necessary to still the old people's suspicions. Somebody 
had whispered to the Wilmingtons that the man had lost caste, 
that his usual friends were clamorous, intriguing deputies, 
jonmalists, Jew bankers, all that class of half-starved, half- 
squandering upstarts from no society at all, or renegades from 
a better society they have fallen from, that furnish the streets 
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and caf^s after dark, that encumber the Bourse and the ante- 
chambers of ministers. 

The ladies who had received Count d'£rel]a as one of 
themselves, resplendent in his blue and silver Guide uniform, 
preferred not being bowed to by him when they passed him 
in their carriages; and their husbands preferred not being 
seen about with him too much, when they met him on foot. 

The Wilmingtons, wlio had him with them constantly and 
were themselves received everywhere, sometimes wondered 
why they so seldom met him ; a kind friend, who knew Rome 
well and had noticed his attentions to Flora, warned her 
family, unfortunately when it was too late to do any good, 
that he was no longer quite ' the thing.' 

But Flora held firm, and her parents gave way. 

Then came business ; and revelations that would have caused 
d'Erella to withdraw, but for the gossip there had been over 
the whole affair. He had wished a certain set of people to 
know that he was going to marry Miss Wilmington, that he 
would soon be rich; and he had spoken where silence had 
been golden. All Rome had been cleverly informed of his 
good fortune, and congratulations had poured down upon him 
before even he himself was sure of tlie parents' decision. This 
publicity, though he needed it, made him uncomfortable. And 
when Mr. Wilmington spoke to him of his daughter s position, 
he grew more uncomfortable still. Flora, he was told, had 
nothing ; very little now, and no prospects. His own property 
was entailed, and would go to a male heir. His father had 
died before the child Flora was bom, and so sure had they been 
of the expected one being a boy, that neither had even thought 
of annulling the entail. All the Wilmingtons for generations 
had had a boy to begin with. There was no help for it now, 
however. Then, they had not been able to save much — saving 
was neither in his line nor in his wife's — nor Flora's either for 
that matter. A pretty villa they had just bought at a rising 
place by the sea, near Rome, would be settled on her and her 
eldest child after her, that was all. But it was a villa, not a 
property ; and as such would yield a home, nothing more. He 
would settle a small sum on her for life, a sort of pin-money; 
beyond this he could not go. 

D'Erella could not withdraw without losing the little con- 
sideration he still enjoyed. It was a hard blow, but there were 
bright points in the dark picture. No one need know how 
things really stood ; the bare fact of his marriage with the 
well-known Miss Wilmington, and a proper exaggeration of 
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his wife's expectations, would give him credit in quarters where 
he had hitherto vainly striven to attain it. The Frasso Villa 
Belvedere could speedily be turned into ready money — no 
doubt the girl was pliable enough, and ignorant enough of 
business matters to give her consent. That would assure liis 
election. Once fairly afloat, he was not the man to sink, he 
told himself, and fortunes in those days were easily made ; as 
easily as they were un-made some fifteen years later. 

He swallowed his disappointment and made violent love to 
Flora. They were married in less than three months from the 
time he had first known her. 

Old Wilmington behaved very handsomely : he made the 
second floor of Palazzo d'Erella as habitable as modem con- 
trivances could make the old bam; saw his daughter off to 
Switzerland, not without some misgivings as to the result of 
her obstinacy ; and took his ailing wife to Sorrento, there to 
economise in good earnest. They neither of them lived to 
see any definite result, for both died that same year, one at 
Sorrento, the other in London, within six months of each other. 

The young couple fell out very soon after their marriage. 
D'Erella grew sick of his self-imposed task when it came to 
acting love all day long for the benefit of an infatuated, strong- 
headed young woman who loved violently and wanted a great 
deal in return. 

By nature a morose man, any sort of mirth had always 
frenzied him ; and forced contact with this laughing, springing, 
chattering creature drove him wild with vexation. Over and 
above this, her beauty — the expensive beauty that wanted to 
be dressed and paraded and cared for — and her foreign ways 
irritated him. More annoyed still was he when he found that 
she possessed a heart capable of smarting under neglect or 
grossness ; of thus making things very unpleasant for him from 
the day he thought fit to destroy her illusions, and to soil her 
almost childish ingenuousness by the revelation of himself as he 
really was. She had a heart that no spoiling had been enough 
to render selfish or callous — its very existence was a constant 
reproach to the man who thought he could do no wrong — and 
she had a will stronger than his own. Like all men who have 
more selfishness than rascality in them, he over-reached him- 
self in his haste to set matters between them on a footing that 
would save him the trouble of playing the model husband. 
Counting too much on her innocence, he forgot to consider the 
natural penetration of which she had no small share. Alto- 
gether^ be showed his white feather too soon. Perhaps it 
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fluttered out and dangled before his wife's eyes in spite of him. 
Anyhow, she understood, sooner than quite fitted in with his 
plans, what she had been married for, and not a centime could 
he wrench from her in consequence. He tried a thousand 
ways and a thousand pretexts ; they all fell blunted before her 
obstinacy. So he brought her back to Rome disgusted with 
her; — this disgust serving to make him overrate the qualities 
and better appreciate the devotion of another woman who had 
loved him, and whose love he had despised. 
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Ill 

Maria de Simone, as a girl^ was not clever; nor was she 
remarkably pretty. She was one of those women who are 
improved by marriage, even when it turns out a mediocrity of 
its kind. She looked her best in pale blue. Her soul was of 
the simple ones that treasure dead flowers between the leaves 
of a French Mass- book; who copy out sentimental verses in 
pretty unserviceable-looking note-books; who are given to 
keeping old letters indefinitely, tied up in bundles with 
tenderly coloured ribbons. She had read / Promesn Sposi and 
Marco Visconti ; and in a volume of selections from the French 
poets, she had marked everything of Lamartine's with a 
thin pencil line. She was dark, with wonderfully deep black 
eyes that spoke volumes her soul could never have composed. 
Treacherous eyes, for there was nothing behind them. There 
was a certain good-heartedness in her, with a power of passive 
devotion and a fund of ready, willing sacrifice, more than half 
unconscious. Of passion she never knew anything to the day 
of her death. Yet, when once she broke through the barriers 
of her calm, sightless indifference, she loved with great con- 
stancy, as a matter of course, much in the same way that she 
ate, walked, or dressed. 

Things came to her — she never analysed or wondered, she 
simply accepted; and there was a sort of beautiful, gentle 
saintliness in that unmurmuring acquiescence with anything 
life might bring. A saintliness that went no further than skin 
deep, however, for saintliness is heroism, and heroism spells 
pain. 

And she had been poor. That was why d'Erella would not 
marry her, though love for him was written all over her face, 
deep down in the large, too wide open eyes, that followed him 
about with the sweet, pathetic look of a wild animal long ago 
tamed. He would not marry her, though she very nearly 
offered herself; though her plastic, impersonal nature would 
otherwise have suited his all-invading selfishness very well. 
She married de Simone instead, who was not rich and who 
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worried her. One act of his, however, showed that he was not 
devoid of good taste, nor of a certain sense of opportunity. He 
died almost the veiy day d'Erella brought his young wife back 
to Rome. 

The first thing Angelo did was to go and pay his old friend 
a visit of condolence. They had known each other for many 
years, and he somehow felt at home with her ; sure of not 
being blamed, sure of not being seen through, and of being 
admired. He called himself a fool twice over on the way to 
the flat in Via Condotti where Maria lived. If fate had willed 
it that he should be burdened with a penniless wife, why had 
he not had the wit to choose a quiet, uninterfering one ? 

He found her at home, shut up in the dark, or what seemed 
so to him. Her shaky little voice was a shade more subdued 
than usual, otherwise she was placid enough. So placid that 
she got him to talk of himself and his affairs immediately, and 
in less than half an hour it was the widow who was soothing 
her comforter. 

'Foreigners were so eccentric,' she said, 'and Americans 
were so independent ! . He would have needed,' with a sigh, 
' quite another sort of wife ! It was a pity ! Perhaps, with the 
child that was coming, she might change.' 

The very notion of children filled her visitor with horror, and 
just as he was pronouncing some C3mical axiom to that effect, 
a child's laugh made its way through an open door. The man 
started. 

' I didn't know, Maria, you were the mother of a family.* 

' Neither am I — but we had taken a little orphan niece of 
my poor husband's to live with us, and I mean her to stay. She 
keeps me company, having none of my own. Such a dear little 
thing Just two years old. She is still in mourning for her mother.' 

' Whose child is she ? ' 

' My brother-in-law, Tommaso de Simone's child — he made a 
lot of money — she will be very rich, Gabriella. And having 
her makes it comfortable for me too; her trustees give us a 
good allowance.' 

' Who are her trustees ? ' 

* Sant' Onofrio, Melafumo, and Carelli.* 

'Oh!' 

A rapid plan of using that baby's money, through Maria de 
Simone, for purposes of his own, had flashed through his brain. 
But the names of the trustees drove away the idea. The first 
was honest, but he was also an old fo% ; the other two, if less 
honest, were even more foxy than Sant' Onofrio, 
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* It would be nice if your child turned out a boy/ Maria con- 
tinued. They both fell into a day-dream. Gabriella's money 
filled up the background of the man's thoughts. As for the 
woman's^ her reveries were wont to be hazier than other 
people's, still more undefinable. 

D'Erella's expected child turned out to be no boy after all, 
only a strange, tiny little scrap of a girl-baby, that was called 
Arduina, after some Piedmontese great-grandmother of her 
father's. 

From that hour of his first call, Angelo seldom missed his 
five o'clock visit to Maria de Simone. He was not in love with 
her, but she rested and refreshed him. She had grown out of 
her fancy for him, but she was one of those tiresome women 
that the gay only tolerate and even the very good feel op- 
pressed by — one of those women who are apt to get left behind. 
Nothing new came to fill up her life, beyond her motherly care 
for the adopted Gabriella ; so she clung to what old shreds the 
past had been kind enough to leave her. 

D'Erella got into the habit of telling her most things ; of 
asking her advice, too ; principally because she knew intuitively 
what his own counsel was, and religiously agreed with it. By 
dint of being never contradicted, he waxed, as men mostly do, 
into gradually thinking the woman who always agreed with 
him ' no fool,' in opposition to the opinion he had of his wife. 
So that, if once in every two or three weeks she ventured to 
suggest something different from his own views, he sometimes 
actually followed her advice. 

Stealthily she entered into his life, even into the minor details 
of his home arrangements ; always theoretically begging him to 
treat Flora kindly, always practically between him and his wife. 
And always meaning no harm. 

The world had its own opinion about this intimacy; for 
Maria was hardly a faded woman yet, though as old as d'Erella ; 
but the world was wrong. There was nothing more than the 
calmest friendship between them, and even that was an un- 
conscious growth. Angelo would have scorned to acknowledge 
the influence wielded over him by this woman whom he some- 
what looked down upon, and she, as we have seen, never 
analysed. 

The Countess shared the world's opinion of her husband and 
his friend ; it was one of the many reasons that drove her away 
from him. 

And when she was gone, — the brat, as the affectionate father 
called his first-bom, gone too, — Angelo turned to Maria more 
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than ever. He went the length, sometimes, of bringing her a 
box of bonbons ; he did her the invaluable honour of boring her 
daily with a minute account of every financial absurdity, every 
imbroglio Rome could furnish. Once, but only once, he saw 
some extraordinary roses that he bargained for till he got them 
cheap, and had tliem sent to her. 

The little Gabriella grew, and liked him. He was never 
rough to her. He kept all his sternness stowed away in the 
place where family tenderness should have been. Meanwhile, 
Parliament having been given up by force of circumstances, he 
did anything that came to his hands. By getting others more 
desperate than himself to do his dirty work for him, he kept 
his name pretty spotless, except for the half-dozen or so who 
knew the Stock Exchange demi-monde too well to be blind- 
folded. But he managed to hold himself above water some- 
how — at times his head and shoulders, and then again barely 
his chin. 

So he waded tlirough another fragment of his existence, a 
troublesome, fretful, inconclusive one, till his wife died, and 
the child came home. 
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Few tbiDgs in the course of his life ever annoyed Count 
d'Erella so much as the home-coming of his little girl. He 
could bear the sight neither of her nor of her English nurse. 
It seemed as if all the coarse blood accumulated by liis fore- 
fathers in their passage through sundry mesalliances and 
occasional intervals of a life (owing to intermittent attacks of 
penury) below their social condition, that had been the bane 
of all the d'Erellas, was garnered up in Angelo's veins^ for the 
torment of the refined women fated to cross his path. 

And that coarse blood was now fretted and shaken to coagu- 
lation more than ever it had been in his wife's days^ by the 
innate aristocracy of his own offspring. He hated the coquet- 
tish way Arduina's hair was dressed by the doting Lizzie ; he 
was irritated beyond expression by the dainty ' picture frocks ' 
she wore indoors^ where mourning was not considered necessary; 
he hated to see her in silk stockings and patent shoes for 
dinner : above all, he hated to see the clouds of disapproval at 
some word or gesture of his^ massing in the big brown eyes, so 
like her mother s grey ones in shape and expression. 

Arduina from the first disliked her father; causelessly 
enough, for he was not, in the beginning, unkind. He soon 
proceeded, however, to make her aversion reasonable. 

One day, out of humour with himself and everybody else, he 
flung into the fire a book she was poring over^ telling her 
women should learn to sew, and be satisfied with that. 
Another day, being unable to get rid of the child, he did the next 
best thing, and dismissed her Lizzie. On that same occasion 
the budding vixen shook her fist at him, and he struck her. 

After that, she hated him. 

Beware of a child's hatred ! It is invincible as a law of 
nature, and often as cruel. Arduina's was at any rate. It 
taught her everything extreme youth should not know, — dis- 
simulation to obtain, cunning to avoid, fiendishness in the art 
of irritating and displeasing, hardness in the indifferent bear- 
ing of any punishment. 
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For months she wandered about the lonely^ bohemian 
house ; picking up Italian and a great deal of information that 
was not so harmless as her native tongue^ from the idle servants 
her father still kept. There were numbers of books in the place 
— ^her mother's mostly^ not in a regular book-case or library, 
but hanging about everywhere and cropping up unexpectedly. 
They were Arduina's ruin — especially later, when she had 
learned French, and could thus absorb a fair dose of modem 
French literature, not exactly strengthening or improving to 
young inexperience. But in the first days of her life at home, 
it was only the English books she went for ; and she spelled 
them out conscientiously, afterwards serving elaborate adapta- 
tions of what she had read to the cook or to Annunziata. 
They could not understand her language, but the sound of the 
big, strange words amused them, and they would keep her as 
long as they could, propped up in a chair in the kitchen, while 
the one rolled paste and the other lounged. Whenever she 
read something she could not understand, she conned it over 
till she reached her own conclusions, not always the right ones. 
The servants loved her, perhaps for the vei-y daintiness that 
repelled her father; she gave no trouble; she would run 
errands for the lowest; she talked amiably to the man who 
came round every other morning to empty the dust-bin ; and 
she would go out of her way and put herself under restraint 
rather than give pain or offend. Thus, in spite of her Anglo- 
Saxon horror of dirt, she would let herself be kissed with 
apparent willingness by Annunziata the housemaid, and she 
would stroke the cook's great paw regardless of grease. When 
she was hungry, she would come and ask for a dip in the 
saucepans, so sweetly that they were loth to let her go, and 
the manservant would remove his pipe from his mouth with- 
out being told. 

On fine days, when she was merry, she used to tell any one 
who was by to hear or comprehend her, that she was going to be a 
queen when she was big ; and wlien the bad weather depressed 
her, she used to say that she would never be big at all, because 
she was going to die soon and be dressed in gold. She was 
more a woman than a child at times ; generally, more a fairy 
than anything else. Altogether, she had even then some of 
the almost magnetic charm that was hers through life. 

Had it not been for grief at Lizzie's departure, this would 
have been her happy time. When she had led a more roving 
life than was good for her during a couple of months, Maria de 
Simone came to the rescue. 
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This washed-out^ perpetually disappointed being entertained 
a diluted hope for some time after Flora's death that d'Erella 
would marry her. What her hope was founded on, it would have 
passed human intelligence to penetrate, since she knew Angelo's 
character and ambitions. She was not rich, and her niece's 
money was well guarded. Why else should he have married 
her? Besides, the candle to his matrimonial game had so 
thoroughly burnt his fingers that he would not have attempted 
re-lighting it, even had Maria been worth more in the market 
than she was. 

She had been away when Arduina arrived, but on her return^ 
still dreaming her dream, and not conceiving the growing 
antipathy that sundered father and child, she naturally thought 
the best way to get at the man would be through the lonely 
little stranger. 

So she was overwhelmingly maternal to her. 

Three times a week she got her to spend the day with her. 
Their conversations must have been classical: Signora de 
Simone spoke no English, and Arduina's Italian was a thing of 
the future. But Gabriella had lately been raised to the dignity 
of an English governess, and was beginning to speak quite 
nicely the only language that was accessible to her guest. 
Those two got on more than well, patronising e«ach other in 
turn, and teaching each other mischief. Gabriella was nearly 
eight, and Arduina not quite seven ; but, though the elder 
ordered the younger one about, it was the latter who had the 
influence. They talked as ' he ' and ' she ' of their respective 
father and aunt; they turned them into ridicule; and they 
made plans without end about running away when they grew 
up and living together. 

As time went on, the memory of her mother faded from the 
child's mind, and the passion she had had for her grew curiously 
mixed up with the image of her little friend. They never 
quarrelled as children do; for if Arduina had boen once 
offended enough to quarrel, she would never have made 
friends again. 

Not long after their acquaintance, Maria de Simone found a 
governess for Angelo's child ; another Englishwoman, 'but not 
at all of the Lizzie type,' as she told d'Erella to pacify him. 
For he would not hear, at first, of having another foreigner in 
the house. He could only be persuaded to put up with the 
encumbrance on the plea that she was a friend of Gabriella's 
Mentor, who knew her well for a strong, practical woman with 
no notions. 
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A sensible woman wiio would rule the girl — d'Erella accepted 
her^ under one condition : that she should take entire charge 
of the chiid^ and that he should see nothing of eitlier of them^ 
except at meal-times. 

So Miss Bell was installed as plenipotentiary in Via della 
Scrofa. 

No one troubled to find out where the woman came from, or 
how she had spent her life : — hers were such excellent certifi- 
cates ! Neither the agency that recommended her nor Miss 
Bell herielf were likely to inform the world at large of her 
having been dismissed for intemperance by the last two families 
she had served. The fact of her having been to school with 
Gabriella's Miss White served as further passport. She went 
as far as confessing she had a violent temper : but as Arduina's 
was none of the mildest, the slight drawback was considered 
providential. 

Having so far interested herself in the affairs of another, 
and having convinced herself at last that d'Erella would be 
for ever impervious, Maria de Simone's altruistic fit dried itself 
up. She told her conscience she had done her duty over and 
above. 

Henceforth, though the children were constantly together 
through the intimacy of their teachers, she troubled herself no 
more about Arduuia. Beyond asking her to lunch or taking her 
for a drive when Gabriella begged for it, she ignored her, as 
she seemed to ignore most things and most people. On the 
rare occasions when she did see her, she patted her on the 
head and made much of her. 

She could never be anything other than the quintessence of 
easy-going kindness, as her sharp-witted young 4tfe^e soon 
found out to the advantage of all her whims and caprices. 
Gabriella grew up steadily over-indulged, through her aunt's 
incapacity for ever saying * No.* 

Arduina's father too was kind, at times, when he felt himself 
ageing and his luck going ; but he was a bully, and he never 
patted her on the head. He made it his study to ignore her 
as much as he could succeed in doing, and to form her charac- 
ter by what he called firmness when he came across her. 
Another child might have been quite content, might even have 
thriven under the treatment. With Arduina the system did 
not work. Neither did Miss Bell turn out a success — in fact 
she was the one keen sword-l^rust, among the many pin-pricks, 
that made her childhood a torture. 
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Seven years or more rolled back into silent space^ leaving behind 
them an empty echo like the mutter of a distant sea, so sad if 
we listen to it, because vre know the broken waves will never 
form again. 

Arduina lay flat on the floor of her schoolroom with her 
hands behind her head and her gaze fixed on something far 
away in her own imagination. It was late afternoon in late 
February ; the hour and the month when a suspicion of violets 
begins circulating in the moist air. In spite of the perpetual 
sunshine that tradition blesses Rome with, it rains there quite 
enough to make the first wild-flower a thing of joy. . 

Through a tall window looking into a dreary quadrangle 
and letting in a view of unhappy flower-pots and wet clothes 
hung up on a wire, a few last rays of daylight struggled into 
one of the untidiest rooms that ever met the sun's long-suffering 
gaze. 

There were books everywhere, and the scant pieces of furni- 
ture seemed to have been having a tournament all to them- 
selves. A dilapidated doll, long ago discarded, sat in state on 
the mantel shelf; the fireplace, where no fire burned, was full 
of waste paper ; a cindery brasier stood in the middle of the 
room, at a safe distance from the worn carpet. A hand-written 
note-book lay on one side of the girl, and a well-bitten pencil on 
the other. 

She was always, to-day especially, the fulfilment of the 
promise made by a certain little girl who mourned a dead doll 
on the doorstep of Cagiati's. She had in her then the fore- 
workings of an over-loaded soul ; she had the appearance now 
of breaking under that soul's weight. Her hair had darkened, 
her eyes had deepened, and a pathetic shadow as of care flitted 
round the corners of her lips, like a ghost. Her mouth was of 
a rarely beautiful cut, but diflicult to describe. Impossible 
to call it sweet without recognising its sternness of curve when 
at rest ; impossible to call it hard without paying homage to the 
lingering sweetness that made it sad. 
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There was about her none of the awkward indecision of 
feature general at fifteen. But for her hair — pleasant hair, 
waving of itself — that still hung in a plait, and her dress that 
was not quite long, and her figure that was slight and poor as 
yet, she might have been twenty. 

In spite of her hair, a combination of dead oak-leaves and 
sunshine ; her delicate nose ; her Leonardo mouth ; her eyes^ 
which were good in shape and strange in colour; she fell 
just short of the bewildering beauty that might have been 
hers. The determined jaws were a line's breadth too square ; 
the livid, trodden marks under her eyes, that neverthe- 
less gave them a deep, tired charm, were too much of a 
good thing ; her flesh seemed to lack consistence ; she was too 
pale, of a pallor that would have suited a darker type, and her 
chin was too sharp. Only the warm colour of eyes and hair, 
joined to something clear and broad in the growth of her 
straight eye-brows, saved her from producing the painful im- 
pression of an unhealthy blonde. Eventually, she grew out of 
some defects, her strained, transparent look in particular. 

Lying there on the floor seemed a favourite position of hers, 
one that she did not seem to think ought to surprise anybody^ 
for she made not even the pretence of moving when the door 
opened to let in another girl, taller, older, plainer than herself. 
Her greeting was as odd as her posture. 

^ That you, Archangel ? — mind the chairs and things — don't 
make a noise — the Fiend is in there.' 

' Sick headache ails the Fiend ? ' 

' At your service — for a change.' 

Any one who had seen the plump, flaxen Gabriella of seven 
years ago would not have known her in the slim, almost dark, 
stylish, and very grown-up young lady who greeted Arduina. 

They shook hands, the visitor kneeling to do so and the girl 
she had come to see keeping possession of her fingers until she 
had kissed them. 

' I half suspected you wouldn't come,' she said, with a happy 
little sigh, as her friend straightened herself and began dragging 
down two monstrously ugly wool-worked cushions from an 
ominous-looking sofa. She settled them into a pile and herself 
upon them. 

' I didn't go to school to-day.' 

'I see— you have your Sunday-go-to-meeting frock.' 

'How do you like it? I came round straight after the 
Pianciani's that you might see it quite fresh. What do you 
think of it ? ' getting up and pirouetting. 
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'Solomon m all his gloiry- 



'No, tell me seriously. I had so bothered aunt for it — for 
the real coat made by a real tailor as well. How does it look ? ' 

' Very nice — I like it better than the description. I wish / 
could have such a smart turn-out once in a way !' She smoptlied 
out her own drab skirt, worn with a red blouse of a homely 
stuff that looked like bunting, so wistfully ! 

' Haven't you been out. Beauty, or has the Beast been growl- 
ing } ' began Gabriella, sitting down again and leaning forward 
with one elbow on each knee. ' You look so remarkably de- 
jected.' 

' I am dejected. The Beast has been more beast than ever. 
I can't put up with her much longer.' 

The other girl shrugged her shoulders. 

' It's your own fault if you do put up with her at all. You 
might have got rid of her and been jollifying at school with me 
these last two years, if you had taken my advice. It didn't 
take me long to suppress Miss White.' 

Arduina shook her head and her eyes filled. They had a 
faculty of their own of filling and yet drying again without a 
tear being spilled. It showed how quick and keen were her 
sensibilities and how well she kept her nerves under control. 

' It would be complaining, and I will not complain to him,' 
she said ; ' I wish to owe him nothing but pain, so that when I 
am old enough to go up to him without being struck and tell 
him, " 1 hate you ; you have made me miserable all my life," I 
may be perfectly in the right' 

' When did he strike you last ? ' 

A spasm shot across her face. 

She took up the note-book by her side and searched a part 
of it where the pages were divided into columns. 

'On the 19th, because I stood up for the cook. You see, I 
keep every blow of his written down, and every scene of his, 
with the reason for it on a separate column. And on another 
list there is the date and the occasion of his pleasant fits. Then 
I keep an account of Miss Bell's doings. She hasn't been sober 
for a week, not even on Sunday to go to church. She was 
drunk to-day when she took me out, and she made a donkey of 
herself.' 

Decidedly an uncomfortable propensity for calling a spade a 
spade belonged to this small creature. There was in her tone 
the hurt bitterness of a child who has been made ridiculous. 

' She got me into an omnibus, to go to Villa Pamphily ; she 
seemed pretty straight when we started, but it developed on 
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the way. How she chattered^ and the nonsense she talked ! 
All tlie people smiled. And then she went to sleep. When 
we reached the place, slie wouldn't get out ; kept harping that 
tiie omnibus hadn't started yet. So the conductor tried to 
coax her out, and got abused for his pains. Out of patience^ 
he ended by putting her out. Then she cried and told me I 
was cruel to her when she was ill and dragged herself about 
just to give me exercise. Oh that I might have boxed her 
ears!' 

* It would do her a world of good. Go on.' 

' All the time we stayed there, she was a plague, and people 
stared so ! Then she would pull up all the weeds she found, 
for a nosegay she very nearly made me wear. Then she sat 
down on the grass, though it was wet. It got later and later, 
and I could not get her away. A guard came and drove her 
off the flower-bed — how she rated ! But he saw she was not 
quite right, and taking pity on me offered to fetch us a cab. 
But she insisted on walking home, tottering and stumbling, 
nodding and mumbling all the time. She is in there now, 
stretched right across the bed face downwards with her bonnet 
on still, great ugly, filthy thing ! ' 

'What else.^' laughed Gabriella. The description had its 
comic side, though, of course, the victim of the proceedings 
described could hardly be expected to see it. 

' I have tried telling you over and over again what she is and 
how she wears me ; you will never quite come up to the reality 
of it. That shutting of herself up when she is in her " states " 
and likely to meet people, prevents any one but myself ever 
seeing her as she really is. Yet I shouldn't mind if she were 
clever, if she taught me something. But no. The best years 
of my life for learning get fewer and fewer ; and here I am, 
always at the same low-water mark. If it wasn't for the books 
you bring me ' 

' Which I ought not to bring sometimes. What would they 
say at the convent if they knew I furnish you with all ^hose 
profound, faith-unsettling tomes ? And that book of Kenan's 
wasn't at the library. I must look somewhere else. But really. 
Beauty, you shouldn't read Renan. They were talking about 
him at the catechism lesson yesterday at the convent. He is 
in the Index.' 

'So are many other books. The Congregation of the Index 
must have vile taste.' 

Gabriella twisted herself about on her seat. She always felt 
uneasy when Arduina got heterodox. 
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' Books don't get coiulemned by the Index because tliey are 
ugly, but because of the harm they do people's faith.' 

* Poor little faith that can't stand on its own legs ! Faith 
isn't a thing that logic and a pretty phrase can put out of your 
head. Even when one's head is convinced, and quite heathen, 
the necessity of loving and praying to God remains the same. 
If faith is there, one book more or less won't dislodge it ; and 
if faith isn't there, no book that was ever written will ever 
get it in.' 

Gabriella looked down admiringly. 

'You say that because your brains are good and strong. 
Mine are not. And yet you keep saying you know nothing. 
How strange you aie ! ' 

' Do you love me any the less ? ' 

'No, I love you just because you are so. Everybody else 
looks dowdy and commonplace by the side of you.' 

' Oh, stop it ! Have you brought me any work ? To- 
morrow is your history day, isn't it } ' 

'Yes, I have brought work for you. There's my history 
theme for you to look at. And I wish you would hear me my 
German. And there is the devil of a composition for Monday — 
the Italian one. I don't know what to say — The pen and the 
sword.' 

' Oh, I should love that ! Let me do it altogether. How 
much did you get for the Four Seasons ? ' 

'Maximum — you know I am always first with the compo- 
sitions when you do them. This is the history theme.' 

Arduina laid it flat on the floor and raised herself on one 
elbow. Her brows were knit ; she was giving her whole mind 
to help the Archangel. Here and there she wrote a word or 
made a correction. 

'Charles the Bold died in 1477. And you should mention 
that Marie de Bourgogne married the Archduke Maximilian 
that same year; '77, not '56. Where did you get 1456, I 
wonder .> What does this mean at the end, this long dash.^' 

' I want you to write me out a flourish to wind up with. The 
mistress said we were to give our own ideas about the period ; 
as I have got none, we must substitute yours.' 

' As I have none either, you must give me time to think it 
over. If I send it to-morrow morn in;? early, will it do ? ' 

' Quite.' Gabriella answered monosyllabically, because she 
had picked up Arduina's note-book and was deep in it while 
the other was busy. She got found out, however. 

'You scamp! No — leave it, please. You know I hate to 
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have that book meddled with/ Arduina sat up straight in her 
earnestness. 

' You say the same thing every time I take up the book, and 
then you always end by letting me read. Surely you have no 
secrets from your Archangel ? ' The girl at her feet let her 
head drop backwards into her lap with a great tenderness all 
over her face. 

' Read away/ she murmured ; ' do anything you like. You 
know how so many of the quaint, soft speeches begin in 
Evangeline — Gabriel, oh nty beloved ? ' 

' Yes, I remember, dear. Where did you get this from } ' 

' *' It is difficult to be resigned when we realise how short life 
is ; harder still when we count up all its possibilities with the 
fire of youth, and realise how many are to us impossibilities. 
Oh, it is hard sometimes to be merely young and nothing 
else ! " • 

' That is a wise saying of my own concoction. So is all the 
rest for a page or two.' 

Gabrlella went on reading : 

' '* If we could only be satisfied to let life slip away and take 
its course, without attempting to shape our own destiny, we 
might in time learn resignation. 

' '* The question is : can a will indomitable shape life, or does 
life break down any will, however strong, into sand and dust ? " 

' A nice one you are for fifteen 1 How do such creepy ideas 
come into your head ? ' 

* I don't know. I would have you observe, however, that I 
am sixteen — not fifteen.* 

' You won't be till next month. Ob, my goodness, this is 
awful ! 

' '* Life is a black night of prolonged boredom. Sometimes, 
like the flash of lightning that breaks the oppressive darkness, 
leaving all black again till morning, one brief flash of excite- 
ment or pain breaks the dulness of life. Then it is boredom 
again till death." 

'And here too: 

' " Life from birth to death is one prodigious yawn, cut short 
now and again by a laugh or a sob/' 

' You are having a gay time of it, it seems,' Was Gabriella's 
conclusion after so instructive a reading. 

' Yes, gayer even than usual.' 

She got up and walked to the window, pushing a grubby 
curtain aside and leaning against the glass. 

Her friend followed her. It was so dark now that she could 
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not see to read unless she held the hook close to the lingering 
light ivliich seemed loth to part from the pleasant day. 

* Is this yours, dated the 22nd of February ? 

'^'We know not whether death he good. 
But Life at least it will not be ! '^' 

' No, I wish it was. It's Swinburne. I love him. But the 
next thing is mine.' 

"^Sorrows exist that are great in themselves, others that 
seem so more or less according to our fineness of sensation. 
These last are the terrible ones of life, for we carry the germ of 
them in ourselves^ and circumstance has nothing to do with 
them." 

' Dear me, you incomprehensible creature, that would mean 
you are always going to be miserable.' 

' I think so. What can happen to me that could really make 
me happy? My wildest flights of castle-building only show 
me things that would be so bitter. Supposing I were famous 
and rich and free, in possession of all the knowledge I want, 
able to go about mixing with people and seeing things — there 
would be days when I should be worse off even than I am 
now, for I should have nothing left to wish for.' 

'You leave out something in your hst of pleasant prospects — 
Love, with a capital L. People who love and are loved seem 
happy enough.' 

* Only because they deceive each other. They could only be 
so if theirs was the English three-volume-novel style of love. 
Otherwise I think it must be the worst possible catastrophe. 
You see no love can exist between two people at exactly 
the same temperature in each, in exactly the same form, for 
exactly the same length of time ; because there would have to 
be two souls exactly alike, which doesn't exist either. Or if 
there be two similar souls knocking about the world, they never 
meet, or if they do meet, they don't recognise each other. Just 
take an example/ with an involuntary saddening of the voice. 
' You love me as much as you can, and I love you as much 
as ever I can ; yet I love you much more than you love me, 
and you can't deny it,' 

' 1 do deny it ; but that would be quite another case/ 
' In a way, of course, it would. But I only meant to say that 
even if two love as much as ever they can, one always loves less 
than the other. Then, the one who loves less must be bored, 
I should say ; and the one who loves most must be tortured. I 
know if I were loved ever so much by a man who was fonder of 
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me than I was of him^ I should get to be grateful^ but oh ! 
so sick of him ! And the other case must be awful ! ' 

She took hold of her friend's arm with more force than one 
would have thought she had^ as if a foreboding seized her ; as 
if she already shuddered at the touch of the pain she described. 

' Do you imagine it, the constantly unsatisfied longing to be 
loved delicately and completely; the daily^ hourly watching 
for one word of absolute love with the ring of absolute truth 
in it ? The finding out little flaws and little deviations one by 
one — Oh, it takes away my breath to think of it ! ' 

She remained silent a while. The comers of lier mouth had 
a bitter droop^ and her eyes seemed to melt into vacancy. 

'I should like to love thoroughly just once, though/ said 
Gabriella, who was never more than a stoneVthrow from things 
earthly; 'to see what it is like. And since one must marry 
sooner or later' (she was eighteen or nearly that, remember), 
*it is best to imagine we are going to love the lucky mortal.' 

' I don't think I shall ever marry, either soon or late ; I want 
to be so busy if ever I get out of this place. I want/ very 
longingly, ' to do something.' 

* What is it you would really like to do } You are always 
very fiery and very vague.' 

* I feel vague. I only know I should like to get everything I 
have in me as acutely developed as possible — the power of 
feeling, the power of knowing, the power of loving and giving; 
I should like to be a concretely perfect individuality. That for 
my inner self. And for the outside, I should like to gather up 
all those who are poor, small, neglected, and unhappy, and 
soothe them, love them till their eyes cleared and their lives 
brightened. I should like even at the risk of being miser- 
able myself, to shed happiness all aroimd as the sun sheds 
light' 

Gabriella looked and wondered. She cared so little, so long 
as she could bask in the sunshine, for those who sat in the 
shade ! 

' You are cut out for a saint — Saint Catherine of Siena.' 

' Oh ! the dear, good, warm, hard-working woman ! I wish 
I could be like her. I wish I could be a saint. But she was a 
mystic. I never even say any prayera except when I am 
excited.' 

' But I am sure you have in you the foundation of a mystic. 
One learns all about those things at the convent You are 
always trying to do right for its own sake.' 

*For the sake of my own dignity, you should say. My 
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virtues are all forms of pride^ children of darkness, in cant 
phrase.' 

* Well, for whatever sake you please, you are always struggling 
and putting yourself down, giving back good for evil and all 
that sort of thing. I tell you, you are going to be a samt.' 

^ I wish I was. I wish I knew how. The saints worked for 
the only thing worth working for — an idea they believed 
eternal, a recompense they believed would give them joy with- 
out satiety. They possessed what no one could take away 
from them, and they did good, and they were sure of never 
wasting their love, for they lavished it on God, who was always 
certain to give back tenfold what He received, in their con- 
ception of Him.' 

It was quite dark now, and the charm of the still room over 
the two crowded young hearts that beat in it was very strong. 
Some servants were gossiping and some stable-boys were loafing 
down below. 

' Listen to this, Archangel,' cried Arduina, with a startlingly 
rapid change of tone. ' I have had the swing of it in my ears 
since yesterday : 

'''Give me a heart that feels and falls, as a heart should, without 
ruth; 
Give me a woman who loves, and a man who loves again ; 
Give me the instant's joy that ends in an age of pain." ' 

' Well done ! How you carry me away. Beauty ! Love, 
love, love, we talk of nothing else. What would Mother 
Agnes's face be like if she heard our conversations !' 

' A penny for the sight ! Seriously, though, 1 think we are 
eccentric — both of us, you know.' 

* You would think so still more if you mixed more with other 
girls — at the convent, for instance. What a collection of 
dullards I Whenever I talk to any one of them, my thoughts 
fly to you, and I curl up my nose in contempt.' 

' You shouldn't despise. There is no merit in being different 
from other people, unless you are better ; and I am sure I am 
not better. I don't do any harm, simply because I am too sick 
of things to be violent, save on rare occasions when my amiable 
parent provokes me !' 

'Well, but you are just as clever as you can be, and pre- 
cocious ! . . . I think seeing you so much has brightened me 
up too.' 

'Nonsense!' 
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Arduina crept closer to the Archangel's side and leaned 
against her and 

The door opened suddenly, without a knock or a w.irning. 
A greasy slattern with a greasy lamp entered, setting her 
burden on a comer of the mantelshelf. She was going away 
without the shutters being shut or the curtains drawn, when 
Arduina called her back. 

' Why couldn't Annunziata bring the lamp ?' 

'She's out.' 

•And Pietro?' 

'Out too.' 

' Why didn't you take your dirty apron off to come in 
here?' 

' Is it dirty ? It *s clean enough for cooking ' 

That was Graziosa, the cook, who had been years in the 
house, who loved her young mistress and was saucy to her in 
consequence. She was the very apotheosis of dirt, and so fat 
that she looked like an under-sized post with bladders hung 
up all round it. 

'Did Miss Bell warn you my father would dine out?' 

'Good riddance ! Why can't he dine out every day, instead 
of coming here, a romperci le scaiole ? No, she didn't say any- 
thing. — What is it the Miss ever does say.> — And she might 
have saved me work for once — the things are all half ready — 
what am I to do with them ?' 

' Eat some and keep the rest for to-morrow. She is in no 
eating state for the next twelve hours, and I want very little.* 

' Soup and some of the fowl ?' 

' I hate soup, and you had better keep the bird for my father. 
I want salad, a lot of it, with heaps of vinegar. And an ^Q* 
Boil it very hard. And that bit of yesterday's cream.' 

The cook made a movement of head and shoulders that ex- 
pressed contemptuous resignation. It was easy to see Arduina 
inclined to autocracy when not forced to bend, for the woman 
attempted no comment. She left the room instead. But she 
dragged her ragged slippers into it a moment after with an 
apologetic : 

'Scusi, Signorina, I forgot The porter came up some time 
ago to say they had come to fetch the Signorina Gabriella. 
They have been waiting a good while down^stairs, only it quite 
went out of my head.' 

She waddled down the passage at the highest possible duck- 
speed, for fear of a reproof. Not that she would have minded 
it much if she had got it. 
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'They grow worse and worse every day/ Arduina groaned. 
' Must you be going ?' 

' Well^ yes, I suppose so, as I have already kept them wait* 
ing. I hope it isn't aunt Waiting is one of the few things 
that make her grumble.' 

They kissed each other. Gabriella effusively two or three 
times, Arduina once only, a long kiss in the middle of her 
forehead. At the door Gabriella turned. 

• Don't come any farther. I ought to know the way if any 
one does. The passages are cold; you have coughed and 
sneezed more than once.' 

* When shall I see you again ?' 

'Soon. But we must arrange about spending a good long 
day together. Will he let you ?' 

She shook her head. 

' You know the fuss he made last time I went to lunch at 
your house. Said it was waste of time and dissipated habits. 
You don't know the fuss he would make if he thought we had 
seen each other every day for so long, if he knew how often we 
meet now. He hates the idea of my having an intimate friend^ 
of my learning to jabber^ as he calls it.' 

' When will he be away ? Is the Albano law-suit finished ?' 

' No fear. He is going there on Thursday, positively. I read 
the telegram he got Pietro to send those people.' 

'Then we might choose Thursday. I worked the whole 
plan out yesterday during Mass. I shall see Peppina Turi 
early to-morrow morning, and get her to invite Maria Galiani. 
That leaves the Galiani's Mademoiselle free. She, if Maria 
suggests it, will ask Miss Bell to go somewhere with her — 
Catacombs, Palace of the Caesars, Monto Mario— anything 
would do. Maria has a very clever way of getting Made- 
moiselle off on excursions for the day — she pays for everything 
— her father always gives her money. Miss Bell is sure to 
accept — she always does — and leave you moping at home. As 
soon as the coast is clear, you send me a note by Annunziata 
and I will come round to fetch you. Aunt is a duck; she 
never minds these things, because, even if your father found 
out and rowed, she isn't bound to know you come on the 
sly.' 

' On the sly !' An expression of intense disgust touched the 
girl's features ; she had been listening with great attention, her 
face getting darker at every word. 

' If it wasn't for you, how I should scorn all this ! Yet he 
deserves deceit* Why can't he let me have a little fun ? It's 
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wrong and mean, but I 'm going — this time like so many times 
before.' 

'It isn't very square; but it's too well plotted out not to 
take advantage of it !' 

'Yes, very clever. We should hardly be so imaginative if 
we were lovers !' 

' I think we are, a little,' concluded Gabriella, as she stepped 
out of the room. 

'I think so too. Good-bye, Archangel T 
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The smile with which she had spoken up till now died away 
from her face with a suddenness that would have caused one 
to suspect it had only been evoked on her lips for the sake of 
looking pleasant for her friend. 

With one hand pressed to her side and the other weighing 
down her eyelids, Arduina stood a moment irresolute, like a 
person wondering what she should do next. Then she gave 
her shoulders a slight stretch, as if they were cramped and 
hurt her^ smothered a yawn, and moved into the next room 
with a cat's lightness of step, using infinite precautions, as she 
turned the door-handle, to avoid being heard. 

A black tumble of something human lay across the bed, face 
downwards; the features could not be seen, but what was 
visible of the rest generated no anxious desire for the sight of 
them. Under the dress, shortened by the woman's position, 
the large, undarned holes in the stockings made patches of 
white in the sombre mass. 

A strange, stufly smell — the atmosphere that haunts the 
abode of the uncleanly — hovered about this room. 

Arduina gave not one look at the drunken woman, but set 
to work systematically with the business she had come to 
accomplish. It consisted in a regular search, carried on in 
the most absurd comers, and what would have seemed the 
unlikeliest places, for something she at last found on the toilet- 
table. A bottle of medicine, apparently, one of those black, 
stumpy bottles wrapped round in printed paper and bearing 
this inscription : 

Andreas Saxlhener Budapest Hunyadi Janos Bissersalz- 
quelle. 

The girl's set lips relaxed a little as she drew the cork out 
and poured a few drops down her throat. These made her 
cough, and sent a rush of blood to her cheeks. 

'I thought as much!' she muttered. 'And I admire the 
cheek of her ! Of the best, too. Shouldn't wonder if she had 
had it filled only this morning. That 's all I wanted,' apostro- 
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phising the woman. ' You may get yourself into bed as best 
you can.' 

Then, as she walked quickly down the outer passage, she 
continued talking half aloud. She often talked to herself — 
it is a habit that enforced solitude often brings upon tliose 
natures that are meant for company. 

' An evening to myself, without either of them ; there must 
be a Providence, after all.' 

She recrossed the schoolroom, wound down another passage, 
and in time reached the kitchen. A great bustle of voices 
came from it, and when she opened the door, she found a 
visitor there whose presence drew a cry of pleasure from her. 

' Lizzie ! Why didn't you come up }* 

*I did, dear. Good-evening. But you weren't in your 
room.' 

The kitchen was one of those neglected ones where all the 
plates and dishes and sticky saucepans smell of burnt drippings 
and rancid gravy. 

' Come up again, then. 1 haven't seen you for such a time ! 
Let me throw this stuff away first, and warm my hands a bit.' 

She poured the contents (bearing small resemblance to 
mineral water) of the medicine bottle down the sink, and 
tossed the bottle itself into the rubbish box. But she forgot 
to warm her hands in her hurry to get Lizzie away. 

Her visitor, the same Lizzie who had followed and loved her 
mother till she died, had married after she had led Count 
Angelo's service, and well too. Her husband, an old man by 
the side of her, had been an inferior employ^ in the royal 
household. When he died, after forty years' service, a small 
pension went to his widow. He had insured his life, too, for 
a pittance. And she also had a trifle of her own put aside 
against old age in her years of service. Flora, especially, had 
been very lavish in presents, and clothes to sell that were 
nearly new. So now she was quite comfortably off. Her black 
dress, in fact, bore the stamp of homely ease. 

Ever since Count d'Erella had shown her his door, she had 
been faithful to her dead mistress's wish and had never lost 
sight of her Pussy. 

About once or twice a month, at the hours when the dreaded 
master of the house was sure not to be in, she would creep up 
the back stairs and wait in the kitchen. If Miss Bell was a 
prey to one of her so-called sick headaches, she would go 
straight up. If the governess, on the eontraiy, was lucid, 
Annunziata would put in an appearance with an established 
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signal by which Arduina knew who was there. No one, not 
even Gabriella de Simonej knew of these visits. 

Often the woman had come, waited in vain.and gone away with- 
out seeing her child, because the latter had found it impossible 
to slip down. This had happened only the last time Lizzie had 
come^ so that Arduina's pleasure at sight of her was doubled. 
She pushed her into the schoolroom and sorted a chair for her 
from the general disorder, herself assuming what she called the 
'Lizzie' posture, that is, a seat on the floor, with her cheek 
against the motherly creature's knee. 

'How are you getting on, darling?' she inquired. 

Familiar intercourse with Flora had long ago taught her 
great refinement of speech and manner. One refinement alone 
it could not teach her, because she had it already^ that of her 
deep, broad, unselfish heart. 

' Badly, Lizzie mine. She is always drunk lately. And now 
that she doesn't strike me any more, I 'm sure I like her better 
so ; she leaves me alone and I can do something.' 

' I am afraid you do too much. You don't know how pale 
you look and — yes, you are thinner than when I saw you last.' 

'I don't feel well either. I don't think it's work so much 
as worry that acts on me. Perhaps I do cram myself, though ; 
you see I try to work more in order to worry less.* 

* You shouldn't worry, dear. Everything comes right in the 
end. There is no cloud but has a silver lining. And however 
long and dark a night is, light and morning must come sooner 
or later. You are so pretty, too, you will be sure to marry 
soon.' 

' And what good will that do me ? You see how marriage 
succeeded in my mother's case. In real life, the few marriages 
I have seen have turned out bad or very indifferent things. In 
books — why, the English always make a marriage turn out 
preposterously happy, whatever misunderstandings there may 
have been, in the " they-lived-happy-ever-after " style. And 
the French always make it a mere circumstance, something to 
give a later love the spicy flavour of betrayal. Which is one to 
believe } * 

Lizzie could not quite follow her. 

'I think French books are very wicked,' she hazarded 
timidly. 

*I don't think they make i>eople out quite as wicked as 
they are. But I don't mean to marry. I don't believe in love 
that lasts, and without love it would be only exchanging one 
bondage for another. Besides, I want to do heaps of things 
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that would never get done with husband and children hanging 
about. I can't help thinking I was meant for something*. 
Lizzie^ if I had any money 1 should run away. Would you 
take me in ? ' 

' Of course I should ! All I have left to do now is to look 
after you constantly and see if I can do anything for you. 
That's why I have never spoken to the Count about Miss Bell. 
I have an idea I shall be more useful to you if I keep in the 
dark. I had rather you did not run away, but just lived 
naturally. But if they made you so miserable that you had to, 
why of course you should have my money and my little bit of 
a home and everything. Didn't I promise your mother .> And 
I have nobody in the world to think of but you.' 

Arduina squeezed herself up against her a little more.' 

' How sweet you are ! I should have committed suicide, I 
verily believe^ if I had not had Gabriella and you.' 

A look of pMiin crossed the quiet 'good-dog' eyes of the 
sensitive Lizzie. Gabriella placed first, and she only second ! 
The cloud lasted but an instant. Softly she stroked the girl's 
thick mat of a head. 

* Does Gabriella succeed in often coming to see you ? He 
hasn't forbidden her visits, I suppose?' 

' Doesn't know of them half the time, or I suspect he would.' 

' What is she doing } ' 

'Enjoying herself, mostly. She gets fits of the blues for no 
reason at all sometimes. Otherwise she Eeems to jog along all 
right. This is her last year at school, but she goes to places 
already. Been to the theatre five or six times. And last week 
her aunt got coaxed into taking her to something they had at 
the Sant* Onofrios. Sant' Onofrio is one of her trustees ; they 
seem to be very nice people, and they mean to take one of the 
floors of our villa down at Frasso for the summer; the under 
one I suppose, as Aunt Maria always takes the upper.' 

' I wonder where ^ow will be sent this year in the hot months ?* 

* Kept in Rome I suspect, like last year and the year before, 
and the year before that again. I should lave to go down to 
Frasso just for a month, it must be so lovely, the bathing 
and the people and the sunsets ! And I should say the trees 
in our garden had grown very thick and tall by this time !' 

'Shame to let it, for so little too, when you might enjoy it 
yourself. Couldn't you get Madame de Simone to invite you 
with her for a while .^' 

' She does regularly every year, because Gabriella makes her ; 
but he always refuses with praiseworthy regularity. He hates 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 39 

to have people's spirits rise — mirth jars on him — and he thinks 
I should soon get mirtliful away from his steadying influence. 
You see he reckons without Miss Bell/ 

Again Graziosa tlie cook burst in unceremoniously. She 
was bringing the subst^intial supper Arduina had ordered for 
herself. 

' You '11 get fat on that ! ' she cried scornfully, as she set the 
tray down on the nearest chair. 'Don't you want anything 
else ? I 've brought you some of the sweet white wine you 

' Oh kind Graziosa ! No, nothing else. You can go. Thank 
you so much ! * 

The cook scowled at the Englishwoman, whose welcome visit 
she thought the cause of her dismissal. On other occasions 
when Arduina supped in solitary state, she was allowed to sit 
and gossip. 

The girl regretted having sent her down, though, a moment 
later, for Lizzie rose to go. 

' So soon } Won't you keep me a little company while I 
eat?' 

'Darling, I can't. You know I have my meals with my 
landlady, and I don't like to keep her waiting. Good-bye, my 
precious baby. Keep yourself cheerful.' 

She dangled round the door. There was something on her 
mind. 

'And — when — ^if you think of doing anything rash — don't 
forget I am not far off— just there in Via Ulpiano.' 

Arduina jumped up and kissed her violently. 

' All right ; but never fear. I was only joking I ' 
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Some twenty minutes passed ; Arcluina's supper was eaten and 
cleared away, and she, with a book in her hand and a cigarette 
between her lips, lay on the morose sofa. She had made it 
a little less unkind to her bones by heaping two cushions, 
a pillow, and a folded shawl upon it in various positions. 
Supported by this complicated apparatus, she sat rolled up 
there, the picture of content. There was no danger of her 
sitting up straight five minutes if she could help it. As we 
have seen, she preferred the hard floor, even, to a chair. 

And she had lost all idea of time and place, apparently, for 
when a long, imperative, too well-known pull at the front door- 
bell rang through the house, she looked up slowly, in a stupefied 
way. But the unmistakable sound of violent words, together 
with the nearing of footsteps, roused her thoroughly. Book 
and cigarette disappeared under the sofa. 

^ Oh dear ! So early ! ' she sighed, as she rubbed her eyes. 
Gindlelight reading could not have been good for them ; they 
looked, after the exertion, not pink round the rims like some 
people's, but sunken and lustreless. 

She had not been too quick in the stowing away of her 
clandestine objects of amusement, for the door flew open 
almost immediately and her father appeared. 

He was black in the face. Pietro, the Jack-of-all-trades 
man-servant who followed him, was wearing a most distressed 
expression. 

' What is the meaning of this ? What new foolery are you up 
to ? Eight o'clock nearly, no lights anywhere and no dinner.' 

^ Well, it 's your own fault.' 

The words and the tone were both aggravated and aggravat- 
ing—the latter more particularly. 

If Count d'Erella had shaken with rage when he entered, he 
danced now. And he began pacing a small part of the room, 
twirling his grey moustache. 

' You seem to be in an amiable temper,' observed his daughter 
sarcastically. 

40 
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III her attitude toward the two who governed her life, she 
had always been a mixture of abject, terrorised shrinking, and 
inconceivable, almost mad audacity. 

Her father turned on her with a gesture of his right hand 
that was full of promise. 

* Take care ! ' he shouted. 

' Take care of what ? I am in the right and you are in the 
wrong ; and all your rage cannot make any difference.' 

He drew two quick steps nearer. 

' Why do you come home raving for dinner after you expressly 
said you were going to dine out.^ Lucullian meals do not 
flourish in these localities at the best of times, much less when 
the only person of any consequence in the house is not here to 
eat them.' 

' Are you mad, Arduina, to speak to me in that May ? ' 

* Were i^ou mad on the evening of the 19tli, three days ago ? * 
The allusion seemed to cool him down somewhat. 

^ Look here, stop your theatricals ; who said I wasn't coming 
home ? ' 

' You did. You telephoned this morning.' 

' I know I did ; and whoever took my message knows that I 
said I meant to be here at half-past seven exactly, with a friend.' 

'Oh!' 

She saw the mistake; and the invited friend's discomfited 
face on entering the dark house that must have worn such a 
nobody-at-home look. A shriek of laughter burst from tlie girl. 

Her parent began storming again. In a way she might have 
pitied him ; his position was far from enjoyable, and the friend 
was not an intimate. 

* Three servants, a foreign house-keeper, and a grown-up 
daughter ' 

' Glad you remembered to put her in at the end of the list.' 

' Stop your tongue ! ' 

' I shan't. I ' ve done letting myself be abused for nothing. 1 'm 
not your slave. I'm barely your daughter ! Barely, because a man 
who neglects a father's duties should not expect a father's rights.' 

' Ha ! Ha ! Well spoken ! What book did you get that out 
of .> Per Crisio ! if I don't grind all your trashy books ! Go on 
the stage for tragedy, why don't you } ' 

^ Why don't you? You would make an excellent swearing, 
blustering tyrant ' 

' Oh, stop, stop, stop, for the Madonna's sake, if you don't 
want me to kick you out of the house ! ' 

' Do ! I should have ample reason then for not staying in it! * 
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' I have said " Stop ! " and that is enough 1 * 

' I shan't stop till I have said my say/ 

' Enough ! ' 

' For one thing, I never took your message^ and only knew 
through Miss ' 

' Don't invent excuses to hide all this gross neglect of your 
most elementary duties.' 

^ When was I ever given anything about the household in 
charge? The message was taken by Miss Bell, in the first 
place. If she didn't understand properly, I don't see why I 
should get the blame. In the second place, even if your 
message had been delivered the right way, you would have 
found precious little of a dinner pre})ared for seven-thirty at a 
quarter to nine ! ' 

' Tell no lies. You yourself took the message ; I recognised 
your voice.' 

' How clever of you ! * 

' And besides, it isn't much over half-past seven now.' 

* I beg your pardon, it is a quarter to nine. If ^ou are too 
absorbed to know the time and are always late everywhere^ it 
is no reason why other people should be the same.' 

' I tell you it is half-past seven, or little more. I should not 
stoop to convince you, but I will^ that you may have no handle 
against me.' 

Count d'Erella drew out his watch^ unhooked it from the 
chain and passed it to her. 

' Your watch is certainly wrong.' 

' My watch can never be wrong.' 

^ Of course it can't. Yet 1 heard the quarter strike before 
you entered.' 

* It is half-past seven, I tell you ! ' 

'Oh, very well, then, just as you please,' she concluded. 
The tone was polite, but it said, clearly enough : ' Since you 
are so childish, I suppose you must be humoured.' 

' Only,' handing back the watch in question, after having held 
it a moment to her own ear, ' I would have you observe that 
your timepiece is stopped.' 

He glanced at her. Had her face been turned away, all 
might have ended there, and a hearty meal somewhere else 
have weighed down his load of ill temper. But she was looking 
full at him, with so warm a spark of triumph in her eyes that a 
resolution not to be discomfited seized him irresistibly. 

' How dare you laugh at me, per Dio ! ' he swore, coming 
nearer and nearer. ' How dare you ! How dare you 1 O Uiat 
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I should live to see this in my own house ! What if the watch 
be stopped ? What if twenty watches be stopped ? Monkey, 
ioTyou it is the hour I your father say it is ; and ' — bringing his 
livid face close to hers — 'and — ^no — other. You — understand 
— me ? Now dare to contradict.' 

She stood for a moment so calm that a stranger entering at 
that instant would have thought her in her usual mood. Yet 
inwardly a very frenzy had taken hold of Ardnina — she was not 
her father's and her mother's daughter for nothing — a frenasy 
that whipped her young blood through her veins at a mad pace 
seeming to keep her heart at a standstill, while everything else 
within and wiUiout whirled and reeled^ and choked her in a 
way that was positive pain. A wild desire broke over her soul, 
like some bitter liquid bursting its phial and running over all it 
meets, to have that man in her power for one little moment, as 
she was in his, and strike him, crush him to the ground with 
torture. There were times when excitement caused her to 
seem a little mad ; when all the cooped-up exaltation bom of 
her lonely, ill-managed life leaped in a sudden flame, and, by 
forcing her to lose all sense of measure, put her hopelessly in 
the wrong. 

Her father had partly turned away on saying his last words, 
as if he thought they should put a stop to the discussion. He 
had suddenly remembered his guest, left all this time in the 
disused drawing-room, there to exchange the gratifying odour 
of food for that of a freshly trimmed lamp with a new wick that 
would not burn. So he was moving towards the door, partially, 
like all weak men, soothed by his own bluster. But she sprang 
after him with a guttural choking sound, caught his two arms 
just above the elbow with the terrible nervous grip that no 
muscle power can throw off, and veered him sharply round so 
as to face her. 

' Contradict you ? No fear ! I have too great a tenderness 
for my own bones, which you would be sure to crack for me, 
with your manliness, if your blood were sufficiently up.' 

The man laid his watch and gloves down quite quietly. She 
had pushed him from her with a suddenness and an unsuspected 
strength that made him stagger. 

The girl, who was shaking like a blade of grass in the wind, 
continued, her hitherto blank voice straining at last to a shriek : 

' But as to calling black white because you tell me to ' — oh 
that accent on the you ! — ' put that Utopia out of your head. 
I should have to respect you, and you don't think I do that, do 
you, you puny little man } ' 
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^I will make you — per Crisio!' And lie held a clenched 
hand over her glistening head. 

^Try!' 

The fist came down and she closed her eyes, staggering two 
or three steps backward, while a myriad red sparks flew round 
her like a crowd of hot stars let loose. She thought vaguely 
that her head was a piece of white-hot iron on which a hammer 
iiad fallen. Of course the sparks flew about ! 

Count d'Erella was a little frightened at what he had done. 

'Vixen! devil! demon! I will— I— I ' 

Unable to extemporise anything more sufficiently expressive 
of his state of mind, he stopped^ seized a chair by its back, 
thumped it vigorously on the floor, snatched up his gloves with 
a grunt, forgetting his watch, and, with another uneasy glance 
at the rigid, stunned Arduina, bounded from the room. 

She WHS too stupefied as yet to feel the relief of his departure, 
but she let herself drop on the sofa that was behind her. And 
she laid her head against the back of it; it was too heavy just 
then to be tolerated without support. Presently she felt better, 
and rose. Poor little thing 1 it was hard to conceive how any 
owG could think of serving her blows, however incorrect her 
conduct might have been. There was a cruet-stand, not taken 
away yet, belonging to her supper-things. She took out her 
pocket-handkerchief, steeped it in vinegar, and stretched it 
across her forehead as she lay down again. 

She stayed there an hour. Nobody came. Even if Miss Bell 
had heard the disturbance, she was the last person to appear in 
a fray of any sort. And the servants had all gone to bed, 
probably, or would go there as soon as they had finished gorging 
in their own quarters. Then she sighed, with a breath so 
sharply indrawn as to make a hiss, and stood up. The nape of 
her neck hurt her, the muscles of her face seemed to draw away 
from each other, her temples twitched and her jaws stuck 
together. And the effort to unclose her teeth brought all the 
sparks back, dancing round her eyes like so many litUe demons. 

* Clearly I had better put myself and my virtue of patient 
endurance to bed,' she thought. ' What possessed us both, I 
wonder?' Her eyes moistened, and she had no strength to 
])ractise her usual trick of absorbing back her tears. She let 
them drop over her cheeks by twos and threes as they listed. 

Before going to bed, she carried her candle — Annunziata 
had fetched away the lamp long ago — to the writing-table. 
Then she picked up her black note-book and made a comer 
for it in the chaos of her papers. It was slowly and unsteadily 
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that she traced the letters, for the few words she wrote 
-were almost more thaii she could accomplish. When she had 
finished she read it over, blotted the page with a certain 
degree of energy, and disappeared into the next room. 
This was the last entry for that 22nd of February : 

* One thump, after a storm, for no fault of mine. I raved, 
as usual. I should have kept quiet, and he should not have 
pounded my head. Being right in the beginning, a little 
self-control would have saved the rest. 

* A farthing for my heroism.' 

' Oh, my little body is a-weary of this great world T 
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She was called out of bed some hours later by a hoarse 
whisper. 

' Arduina — oh child — ^get up ! Arduina, I say ! . . .' 

By the perfectly cool way in which the girl proceeded to get 
up and light her candle, it was evident this was not the first 
time such a summons had come from the lady who shared her 
bedroom. Slipping on her dressing-gown with a shiver^ she 
found it time at last to inquire what was the matter. 

* I got out — of bed — to see — what o'clock it was,' — the word 
o clock came with a most comical gurgle, — 'and couldn't find 
my way back.' 

' Do you generally keep your watch on the floor at night ?' 
Arduina inquired, with a quiet smile. And there was reason 
to ask the question, for Miss Bell had felt her way to a comer 
in her supposed search for her timepiece, and by some process 
best known to herself had managed to find the floor instead, 
where she was now squatting, quite happy to all appearance, 
wedged in between the wall and the toilet-table. 

'No, child — don't be impertinent' (let us spare the reader 
the orthography that would be necessary to exactly reproduce 
her speech) — ' only I felt so queer I was afraid it might be one 
of my bilious attacks coming on, and I thought I would take 
a glass of Janos water; you know it always does me so much 
good. And somehow or other, when I got here I couldn't find 
the — the bottle just where I had left it ; then I felt queerer 
still; and somehow, I don't know how, I came down on the 
floor. I didn't know I was there till you came with the light 
Isn't it funny?' 

' Aren't you going back to bed ?' asked Arduina, standing 
over her, candle in hand, and taking little or no notice of 
Miss Bell's eloquent description of her odyssey round the 
room. Her head was very sore, and her eyes smarted. 

'Not just yet, dear. I feel so funny — I don't think I could 
quite manage the crossing — manage the crossing, you know.' 

' Are you sick }' 
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*Not yet, but I shall be presently. That's why I called 
you up/ 

* Tlianks ! * muttered her charge^ with a shiver. She set the 
candlestick down on a chest of drawers^ and seated herself on 
the nearest cliair. She dared not contradict the woman for 
fear she would raise her voice and rouse her father. After an 
endless pause, a cold, heavy pause, she asked limply : 

^Aren't you cold. Miss BeU?' 

'No/ 

' Nor sleepy ?' 

'Oh no!' 

' Aren't you going back to bed ?* 

* No, nor 
'Why?' 
'N— no/ 

' No isn't an answer. Why don't you go back to bed ?' 

'No.' 

'Ouff!' sighed Anluina. */'i« going to bed, then, if you 
are not You can call when you do feel ill. I 'm more sick 
than you are, just now.' 

' No ! ' It was almost a cry. In her dread of a noise, the 
girl sat down again. 

' Do you want anything } Can I do anything for you ? ' 

' No, dear, no.' 

'One of us might as well be warm. Miss Bell.' 

'No!' testily. 

' What is it that you feel ? * 

' No, oh no, no ! ' 

Cross-examination came to a deadlock after that. Another 
dreary pause. 

' That is the woman,' Arduina told herself again and again 
as she looked at the sottish face before her with an amalgama- 
tion of anger, pity, and contempt in her eyes — ' that is the 
woman 1 have had for seven years instead of a mother. Not 
seven, but eight years. The example I have had to teach me all 
the beauty and the goodness of life ; the woman who has had 
the right to lay me on my bed and whip me, till she was tired, 
for each of my doings that she happened to think a crime. 
Well, what are you ciying about now ? ' 

' Grannie and little Nell, poor little Nell ! If anything hap- 
pened to me ! — the rent and the coal, and the rent, and the 
rent, ih ! ih ! ih ! ' blubbered the governess, large imbecile tears 
rolling down her bloated cheeks and blearing the front of her 
nightgown. 
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It was ' Grannie and little Nell ' for the next five minutes ; 
then silence flew down once more, wrapping the room in its icy 
wings. Arduina laid her cheek against the bedpost, and might 
have dozed had not Miss Bell called her again just as her 
thoughts were dwindling into vacancy. 

She stood up with a start and an angry, ^ Not so loud ! Do 
you want to be helped to bed ?' 
^No.' 

* Do you want anything ? ' 
'No.' 

' What did you call me for ?' 
« Nothing,' 

The poor little watcher was exasperated beyond patience. 
' Look here^ Miss Bell, either you go back to bed this minute, 
or I wake up papa to call a doctor for you.' And she made for 
the door. But the woman clutched at her gown as she passed, 
helped herself up by that clutch, and threw herself sobbing on 
the girl's neck. 

It was Grannie and little Nell again. 'I might die this 
minute ! Think, think ! Think, Arduina ! I feel ill, ugh, ill ! 
What will happen presently I don't know.' 

No details are necessary as to what did happen presently. 
Any one gifted with a very moderate share of imagination may 
guess. When the crisis was over, Arduina demanded of her 
tyrant what she intended doing. She had tended her, wiped 
her eyes, dried her face, and let her collapse again on to the 
floor she so loved, only she had propped her up with pillows. 
She was worn out. 

' Cover up my feet and read to me.' 

All energy to protest was gone. She obeyed mechanically, 
so numb that she did not actually feel the cold, only wondering 
in a dazed way, as she had wondered before when similar scenes 
had occurred, if it would never be daylight. As she stooped 
to place a stool under the woman's feet. Miss Bell bent over 
her, nearly losing what little balance she had by so doing, and 
kissed her on the head. 
* You love me, child ? ' 
'Yes.' 

« Very, very dearly ? ' 
'Oh, dearly! Let go!' 

' I have tried to be a mother to you, my motherless little 
one ! * Arduina bit her under-lip severely. The mark of four 
teeth remained, and the quick movement told on her head. 
' What book shall I read to you. Miss Bell ? ' 
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'The Lord's Book/ 

So a small Euglish Bible was fetched from the side of the 
bed. 

' Poor thing ! ' said the governess, 'you will catch your death 
of cold/ 

' Most probably/ 

Arduina could move no chair in the room without making 
more noise than she cared to at that hour. Accordingly she 
sat down by her tyrant's side on the floor^ in a cramped position 
too^ for the woman insisted on having the ' child's ' hand to 
hold while she read. 

Opening the Book at hazard^ she found the Parable of the 
Good Samaritan. And she read it through, her mind^ if she 
had any particle of it left unfrozen, wandenng far away from 
the page. When she had finished, however, a thought struck 
her. ' Would the Samaritan have been so good if tlie robbed 
and beaten man had tormented him for eight years of his 
life?- 

Miss Bell was asleep, yet she dared not move, for she still 
held her hand, and Arduina would have borne anything rather 
than bring her back to consciousness. In a measure, though, 
she was free. She used her freedom to lay her face on her 
drawn-up knees and cry till her eyes were sore and her throat 
ached, sobbing with the condensed miseiy of the helpless and 
the very young, whose despair is always darker than that of 
later years, through never having yet been brought into contact 
with a worse pain than her own. And then she too fell asleep, 
at her post, until Annuziata's knock at the door warned her 
that another day, with its usual load and its usual bitterness, 
awaited her. 

Loosening herself from Miss Bell's hold, so stiff as to move 
with difficulty, yesterday evening's incipient cold developed 
into the suffocating stage, she began dressing. Once, turning, 
she saw that her governess was awake, and, by her clear, direct 
irnze, not only awake^ but, as Arduina quaintly put it, Mn 
harness again.' 

The girl looked at her full in the face, and the woman's eyes 
dropped, while a thick blush suffused her unhealthy-looking 
cheeks. Shame and a headache, a real one this time, were the 
only survivors of yesterday's excess. 

' How came I here ? ' she murmured. 

* You can best answer that question yourself. You know the 
cause of your sitting there better than I do.' 

'What do you mean, Miss Pert.^ ' 
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'Just what I said. Look here^ Miss Bell, I am too old to 
be bHnded any longer, and I have had enough of you.' 

llie woman struggled to her feet, but they did not hold her 
properly yet. She had meant to rush at Arduina, but she only 
staggered. 

*Give it up, Miss Bell. You have a pinch on your arm, if 
I remember rightly, that ought to warn you I am too old to be 
thrashed. Give it up.' 

The fury in the stare of Miss Bell's bold, black eyes was 
no match for the new, quiet resolution of Arduina's gaze. Its 
still, self-conscious directness enraged the woman. She could 
not walk safely, and the desire of wreaking this rage on her 
former victim was too strong for prudence. She took the 
candlestick from where the girl had put it in the night, and 
hurled it at her head. It flew past, within an inch of her face, 
and landed in the middle of a picture hung up on the opposite 
wall — the wall of d'Erella's room. A thud, a crash of shivered 
glass, and an oath from the roughly awakened sleeper. 

' Che rob' e f he shouted. 

The effects of her violence subdued Miss Bell. Neither 
answered and both kept perfectly still. D'Erella renewed his 
query: 

* Che rob' e ? What the devil is it ? * 

Both continued to keep silence. And in a few seconds, the 
Count, concluding that the noise could not have come from liis 
daughter s room, turned over on his side and picked up the 
threads of his interrupted dream. 

But the sound of his voice had thrown cold water on the 
woman's temper and the girl's courage alike. The former 
turned weakly towards the bed, and the latter helped her 
into it. 

' I suppose you had better lie still till noon or so ? ' suggested 
Arduina in a conciliating tone. 

' I— I think so ! ' 

An hour after^ Gabriella received the following note : 

' Mv DEAREST OWN Archangel, — I havc given way at last ! I 
am tired of heroics and have come round to your plan. Speak 
to Aunt about it ; the circumstances being exactly the same as 
when we last discussed it, I think there is nothing to alter. 
Probably he will put me to school as soon as she is gone. 
What a pity this is your last year, so that we shall 'not be 
together beyond a few months ! I am more than sorry to give 
you and Aunt all this trouble; but I have no one else to 
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help me. Now that I have made up my mind to the great 
step^ I wonder why I could never decide before, it looks so 
simple ! 

' If you are anxious for particulars^ he has an appointment at 
eleven. Drop school and come then. She is in bed, sick. 
Hope she means to stay there ! — Ever your own 

' Arduina.' 

The effects of this letter were miraculous, and heavier with 
the weight of unborn events than any one thought at the time. 

Gabriella gave her aunt for the first time a full account of 
Miss Bell's conduct since her arrival in Count d'Erella's house. 
The gentle, easy-going woman was so horrified tiiat she gave 
her niece the nearest approach to a scolding that young lady 
had ever tasted, for not having told her before. 

' I was bound by a solemn promise Arduina took from me 
when we were children never to tell ; because, so long as I had 
Miss White, Bell's departure would have put a stop to our 
being always together. Later, when I went to school, there 
was no longer that reason, and perhaps I should have told you ; 
but she still begged me not to, giving me lots of other reasons. 
One of them is that Miss Bell has an old grandmother and 
a little crippled sister depending on what she sends them, and 
Arduina was afraid they would be left destitute if she were 
sent away in disgrace.' 

' Nonsense, she might have found another situation.' 

'That was just what Arduina wouldn't hear of. She stub- 
bornly refused to be the indirect means of getting another 
child in contact with that woman. She used to say that if she 
let Miss Bell go away, she would feel responsible for having 
opened a wolf-cage and set a wild beast prowling about. You 
know I baptized those two Beauty and the Beast long ago. 
*' No, Gabriella " — I can hear her say it now — " I shall never 
allow another child, through a moment's weakness of mine, to 
be made as miserable as I have been." Arduina is more Quixotic 
than Don Quixote himself. But then you don't know who 
Don Quixote is, do you, you sad, dear, silly old Aunt } ' 

That afternoon, when Angelo came to see Maria, he found 
her with a very long face. She told him the whole story, and 
even allowed herself to blame him for having all this going 
on under his nose without even scenting mischief. He was 
nearly as shocked as she had been, feeling a little guilty add 
humiliated, too. The clever, masterful man whom nothing 
escaped ! And he was at sea, besides. What was to be done ? 
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' Dismiss her/ suggested his faithful counsellor. ' Give her 
one month's^ two months' salary in advance, and get her out of 
the house at once. She disgraces you. It seems everybody 
knows about this except ourselves/ 

' I wish you would speak to her, Maria.' She winced, but 
nodded an affirmative. 

' Now I suppose we shall have to get another governess, who 
'will be a worse plague than this one.' 

Madame de Simone had had the key-note given her by her 
niece. 

' It would be the worst possible thing for Arduina/ she said. 
'All this improper training has made her excitable. Her 
character wants toning down.' 

His thoughts ran back to last night's pleasant dialogue. * It 
does/ he said heartily. If the truth must be told, his arm was 
still sore where Arduina had seized it. 

* School would be the making of her,' Maria went on. ' You 
would find it cheaper in the end. Much ! ' she hastened to 
add as she saw her listener's face grow more glum than it 
•was before. 

' You think it would be cheaper ? ' 

* Why, of course ! ' 

* And that it would cool her down } ' 

* Without doubt.' 

' Then I suppose it must be done. Women ought to know, 
and you have a great deal of sense.' 

He forgot it was Maria who had pressed him to engage Miss 
Bell without time or thought in years gone by. 

'Gabriella's is a very good convent. She only goes froni 
eight till five ; but they have boarders too.' 

' I won't have a convent.' 

' But you must. There are no other decent schools. The 
lay boarding schools are so ill kept ; or rather they are not kept 
at all. The teachers do nothing but flirt with the professors, 
I am told ; you would have the girl herself running away with 
her music-master.' 

However little Arduina attracted her father, and however 
much he let himself be carried away by his temper at times, 
he meant to do well by her. So he submitted. 

' Then I may speak to Miss Bell, and I may speak to the 
nuns ? ' 

' Do. You have always spared me a great deal, Maria/ he 
said, settling his body more lazily in the arm-chair that was 
kept sacred for him. 
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His friend offered him a cup of tea to his very peculiar taste 
— extremely weak, with a vast quantity of sugar. She gave 
liim no spoon, however, in her absent-mindedness. And she 
was absent-minded because she was considering whether 
Gabriella would be satisfied at the way she had conducted 
affairs for her. 

' 1 wonder,' mused d'Erella, ' why the idiot of a girl couldn't 
speak up before and save all this fuss. She has a tongue in 
her head, too.* 

' She was afraid to. I tliink Arduina stands very much in 
awe of you.' 

Another sharp twinge of memory caused him to set his cup 
down with a clatter. 

' You hardly know what you are saying, Maria.' 

As it was the high-handed Gabriella who pulled the strings 
of her aunt's movements, these movements happened to be 
remarkably swift and sure, for once. 

Miss Bell was hustled out of Angelo's house, and Arduina 
was put to school before the fifteenth of March. 
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IX 

The convent school of Santa Marta did not differ much from 
its sister establishments of the same class ; it was a trifle more 
select, that was all. 

The teaching was the usual nondescript union of 'general 
notions,' dominated by sacred history, religious instruction, 
and French grammar; the moral tone, though this was uot 
apparent on the surface, a compound of meanness and scruple. 

Among the nuns reigned a certain variety of intellectual 
shapes and colours, but shapes with the edges worn off, and 
colours with the warm, rich tones of life and youth washed 
into a uniform grey. True, there thrived Sister Clarice, who 
was all one joke, who did not even mind a little innocent 
imitation of Mother Agnes's swing and Sister Anne's lisp, by 
the side of Sister Martha, who had no more sense of humour 
than a post in the rain. There was Sister Perpetua, who would 
go into ecstasies over St. Augustine : and Sister Mary Magdalen, 
who preferred St. Paul. There was Sister Julienne of Beth- 
lehem, who was firmly convinced any unfortunate individual 
so depraved as to take his hat off to Queen Margherita must 
be irretrievably lost, beside Sister Mary Raphael, who thought 
there must be some salvation for a few deluded members of 
the Liberal, or White party. Again, Sister Frances very 
nearly crossed herself when Voltaire had to be mentioned at 
lessons, while Sister Mary Rose evaded the question of the 
French Revolution by reminding her pupils that the Lord in 
his graciousness sometimes brings forth good from evil. Some 
thought heaven must be one long chanting of beautiful hymns ; 
others that it would be a floating away in infinite peace. Some 
liked the altar decked with coloured flowere, others preferred 
it all white ; others, again, talked of their home and their life 
in it, by the side of some who put down any affectionate query 
with a snort and a snap. Some wore their things out in no 
time, and looked always down-at-heel ; others had a very trim 
appearance, and seemed far more anxious at office not to sit on 
their veils than to understand and- penetrate the meaning of 
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the splendid words they were reciting. Half a dozen looked 
happy and talked of God's love ; the rest were worn and faded, 
seeming to find a mysterious pleasure in dwelling and making 
others dwell on the terrors of the last Judgment. Lastly, some 
were liked by tlie sisterhood, by the children, and had bits of 
their possessions handed about as treasures or relics; others 
were disliked or despised, and had nicknames. That was all 
the variety. For the rest, there was a similarity of intonation 
among the sisters greater by far than the differences between 
them. They one and all spoke with tears in their eyes of the 
hardships endured by the Holy Father ; one and all lowered 
their voice at the most casual mention of ' Our Mother-General.' 
In the opinion of each, no one luminary of the cloister could 
bear comparison with this mythical head of their congregation. 
No one, not even — had they dared confess their secret thought 
— not even Santa Teresa herself, had ever produced a work of 
such high spirituality as Our Mother-General's book on the 
Svfferings of Saint Bridget. No one had her wonderful eyes, 
her grace of manner, her austerity of life. Who had such 
miraculous insight into the character of her novices, such 
sagacity in government? Who had borne harder trials with 
greater fortitude ? 

Throughout the community there reigned a spirit of pettiness 
and excitement over trifles, of opposition to anything that 
could bring a personality into light ; an eagerness to check 
every display of feeling, which, of course, ended in checking 
all that was warm or sympathetic in the nuns and their charges. 
All were firmly convinced that the greatest sufferings this 
world contains, were those endured by girls who had decided to 
enter a convent, and were consequently persecuted at home. 
Of other sorrows they were inclined to think lightly ; for the 
thousand and one grievances that very young girls are apt to 
have, or to fancy they have, they thought ridicule the only cure, 
thereby hardening some, victimising others, and satisfying only 
the commonplace. Of tact or management or delicacy they 
had none, except in treating cases of pronounced religious 
vocation, or in their myriad forms of parlour intercourse with 
the world, when something beneficial to the school and com- 
munity was scented. The sulky and passionate subjects were 
treated alike ; the sensitive and the blunt-edged girl reproached 
in the same tone ; the idle and the stupid brain tormented in 
exactly the same manner; the imi)ertinent and the simply 
irrepressible alike put down. There was one mould for all ; 
one hard, deep, narrow mould into which those twenty-seven 
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young hearts had to be forced, regardless of their primitive 
size or shape. It was not violence or ill-usage that did the 
work — the Sisters of Santa Marta would have considered 
their souls lost had they made themselves guilty of losing 
their temper or now and again administering a sound box on 
the ear — it was the dogged indifference ; the prejudiced eleva- 
tion of eyebrows; the patient, daily repetition of the same 
reproof, in the same tone, with the same bad mark; the 
incredulous laugh at displays of enthusiasm over any but saintly 
objects ; the weak, steady, paltry prevention of honest endeav- 
our where the striver was unpopular ; the abhorrent repulsion 
of anything that savoured of a new idea ; a slow, deadening, 
miserable process that unnerved the strongest, dulled the 
quickest, and chilled the warmest. Most of the girls carried 
away with them, when they left, a satirical laugh for all things 
religious, and one only desire : to have a good time after years 
of repression ; a great number, too, hid beneath their blue pele- 
rines a heart, narrow, cold, hopelessly, profoundly selfish; calcu- 
lating the sum of virtue necessary to squeeze themselves into 
paradise with the same want of generosity that had presided 
over their former calculations as to how much good conduct 
would win them a prize. Others left the convent with a 
vocation. A vocation of any kind at seventeen generally 
means the choosing from a labyrinth of complex, thoroughly 
unknown paths, one sometimes more unknown than the others. 
A religious vocation at that age means for the timid a nervous 
shrinking from noise and over-work of a restless, uncongenial 
sort ; for the strong, an ideal of greater and nobler love and 
usefulness than the outside world offers in Githolic countries ; 
for the simply unappreciative, the strong, dull ones who tread 
on the flowers and can never be hurt themselves, it constitutes 
an undergone influence, an unconscious resignation ; in a 
word, an ignorance. The girls who brought back to their 
homes with them the joy of a religious vocation, over and above 
the stock of knowledge and good manners their people had paid 
for, were unfitted by it for any and every lot in life. After a 
period of acute struggle, where parents opposed them, they 
would either win the day and enter on their chosen duties with 
the deep scars about them of home disillusion, or submit to the 
wills that crossed theirs. When they had submitted, they 
became intensely miserable, constantly out-of-place mortals, or 
they forgot their early hobby and laughed at their own infatua- 
tion without even the sore tenderness one bestows on the 
n^emory of a first love that has been unhappy ; or, more likely. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 57 

they drifted as wives or old maids into what they would have 
been as nuns — sleepy vestals of mediocrity. 

During the period of their education, however, there were 
fortunately greater differences between the pupils than between 
their teachers. There was the tidy one, who spent hours 
brushing out her pelerine, putting her desk straight, and orna- 
menting her vapid copy-book with endless lines and titles in 
round hand. This was the girl who never knew anything. 
Then, there was the precocious young lady, who was grown-up 
at fourteen, could dance far better than she could write, and 
had had two real love affairs. She had kept the letters record- 
ing her last little adventure, and she would show them to any 
one who attacked her the right way. By her side there sat the 
supreme innocent, who wondered what Diane de Poitiers had 
done to be considered such a wicked woman, and why her con- 
fessor told her so particularly she was not to kiss her soldier 
cousin. There fattened also the lazy girl, who would do 
nothing, and always liad sweetmeats from home. The saucy 
girl was well represented by an Inexhaustible, who thrived in 
the overcharged atmosphere of a scrape like a bird in the air. 
The scinipulous girl, a rarer species, was nevertheless to be 
found when searched for. A terrible being that, with her 
uncomfortable conscience and her oppressively well-done tasks. 
The Mother-Superior patted her on the shoulder in public, and 
said she ought to be looked up to as an example; but she 
groaned over her in private, and the other nuns, who praised 
her perhaps even more lavishly, groaned all the oftener. The 
others shunned her as a bore, with little ceremony. More- 
over, there was the bad child who would go to the dogs where- 
ever she was put for education ; and the proud, open child, 
driven crazy and made rebellious by mismanagement. There 
was the child who could do no wrong, because the third cousin 
of her aunt's sister-in-law had married a second cousin of the 
Pope's; and the kind, clever girl who could do no right, 
because her father was a member of Parliament. There was 
the beauty, who plumed herself on her Grecian nose; the 
charmer, whom the nuns dreaded and forgave, and the children 
old and young followed about and listened to. There was the 
professional wit, who punned away in season and out of season, 
thinking she might allow herself the luxuries of dirt and rude- 
ness on the strength of her amusing tongue. The girl there 
flourished who liked a racy joke, and garnered up, like sayings 
of the wise Solomon, all the anecdotes heard from her brothers 
that she could remember; and she was condemned to share her 
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desk with the modest maiden who would rush back panic- 
stricken if she happened to meet any priest under forty outside 
the parlour door. And another desk was divided between two 
very different types — the unhealthy young ascetic, who deprived 
herself of food and sleep to practise Holy Penance, and firmly 
believed she had heard the angels sing last Christmas at mid- 
night Mass, who kept a journal of her soul's progress ; and the 
romantic young ape who was despairingly in love with the 
grave, handsome priest engaged for the Thursday Mass, and 
wrote verses about him. She wrote them for herself alone, of 
course, but her bosom friend had a copy that soon obtained a 
large and unlooked-for circulation. Was that circulation, I 
wonder, wholly unlooked for? Girls there were who wrote 
imaginary love-letters instead of learning Comba's Geografia ; 
others whose dia>iy and record of their daily faults took up all 
their time and energy ; some who had Monier's Catechism on 
their desks and Stecchetti's voluptuous Poxiuma on their laps 
— such a wicked book ! Oh ! the fun of it ! Some said their 
rosary in preparation time ; others, again, made paper boats and 
counted the flies ; while by far the greater number stared at their 
tasks and neither learned, thought, nor attempted mischief. 

All this Arduina could not at first distinguish. The radical 
change of life was so good for her — in fact it took place just at 
so critical a moment of her moral growth — that confusion and 
delightful surprise, a general initiation into ideas and mysteries 
she was by nature and circumstances peculiarly fitted to imbue, 
and again relief from cares, terrors, and responsibilities too 
heavy for her years and her frame, completely, though only for 
a time, overruled her usually acute powers of observation. She 
closed her eyes to bask in the unexpected sunshine, and saw 
neither specks nor shadows. 

The first months and the first holidays she spent at school 
passed in a maze of wonderings. A new life opened up before 
her — one that satisfied the hungriest craving of her soul, and 
became, afterwards, the greatest quicksand of her imagination 
— the deep, unbounded life of mysticism. 

The Roman Catholic idea of God, that she had never quite 
grasped, flooded her like a too sudden dawn. God ! An Omni- 
potent perfection — so personal, too — in the figure of Christ 
that she had always passionately admired — who may be loved 
to madness without fear of exaggeration or rebuff; who has 
loved all collectively and each singly, good and bad, just as we 
are, in spite of what we are, beyond measure ! 

God ! She forgot all about science and the depressing effects 
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of her clandestine Darwinian readings. She did not care what 
others said; indeed, she would give her new-found Treasure 
more love to compensate their misunderstanding of Him. The 
very Name engulfed her^ as a vortex first attracts and then 
swallows a rudderless skiff. It made her soul gasp. All exterior 
things seemed to lose warmth and colour, texture even, and to 
become phantoms. While her companions proceeded at snail's 
rate, just reaching the minimum of what their spiritual teaching 
demanded as a practical result — a little more attention in clmpel 
and a little more obedience to rules — Arduina sprang at a bound 
from the flatness of her half-dilettante paganism to strenuous 
efforts at contemplative prayer. 

None of her mistresses guessed what the bright, universal 
favourite was driving at ; Gabriella herself could make neither 
head nor tail of her friend. Not being a boarder, she continued, 
as before, to act for Arduina the part of connecting link with 
the outside world. She still brought her books, but they were 
spiritual ones now. All the ascetic works that her teachers 
refused to let her have, on the very reasonable plea that they 
contained food as yet too strong for her infant piety, she got 
through Gabriella, and read voraciously. She read the lives of 
the great saints, the history of many religious foundations ; so 
that often the glamour of another world shone round her and 
was absorbed by her, passing through her like a fluid that 
carried away with it her old despondency and her old aimlessly 
miserable longing for she knew not what. 

She had found out now — and she came to this resolution in 
less time than she was perhaps aware of — what she would do 
with her life. 

Her religion was a religion in the fullest sense of the word, 
no mere morbid religiosity. Because she was gifted with nearly 
complete faculties, all this silent illumination in her heart and 
brain found an almost simultaneous voice in her actions. She 
was not a visionary ; sometimes she was so much the reverse 
that she kept herself in a state of struggle and exertion for 
purposes of self-conquest almost as wearing as her former 
apathy. Thus, no slight stir of the pulses during a beautiful 
ceremony, no spring of love and hope during prayer was allowed 
to pass over her without touching a corresponding note in her 
daily movements. Had this mystic phase happened at twelve 
or thirteen, it might have proved less active, and she would 
perhaps have rested content with pious aspirations and distant 
plans. Now her conception of life's shortness and responsibility 
was almost painful in its earnestness ; her fever to find out its 
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meaning and to act up to that meaning had been agonising in 
the old days. And liaving found what she wanted, she was not 
likely to sit calculating her chances of future heroism, to dream 
of her canonisation ; she attacked what lay nearest to hand, and 
without knowing it very fully, realised that firmest principle of 
any life that has Love in it as an ingredient : the doing of tiny 
things with a giant heart. 

When the temptation to let herself drift into reverie assailed 
her, she would shake herself in a way she had, and set to work 
witli redoubled energy. The practical result of highly-conceived 
religion, she would tell herself, could not merely consist in 
being entranced by the smell of incense and nothing more. 
So that she did her duty and was seldom found fault with but 
for two teiTible crimes — an openness of speech that often 
criticised things beyond her province as a pupil, introducing 
subjects that were too serious and difficult for such young girls, 
she was told ; and an improper eagerness, so the nuns called it, 
to find out about other people's troubles, to load herself with 
other people's tasks, and to bear other people's scoldings. 
Another failing of hers that was thought very ill of was her 
sarcastic spirit — though it was only a veil perhaps, subsisting in 
spite of her solemn ideas. She drew caricatures of everybody 
all round, being clever and quick, though untrained, with her 
pen. And she was often drawn into mirth and witticisms at 
wrong hours by the animal spirits and strengthened health that 
were another result of her newly-found serenity. 

At the very beginning, the change from her dark house and 
gloomy surroundings to the bright, sunny convent on the top 
of the hill, with its garden and its busy, cheerful inhabitants, 
was in itself a happiness. She could laugh, she could chatter ; 
she could, at given times, be as droll and as silly as she felt 
inclined ; she even came across two clever, well-informed nuns 
with whom she could be as serious as she liked. It was so new, 
all this ! And the things they taught her at religious instruc- 
tion fitted in so exactly with what she had so long wanted ; the 
work that was in that atmosphere of spirituality considered the 
highest was so entirely the only work she too thought worth 
doing, that she felt herself all at once spring into being with a 
joyous impetuosity that carried her away. 

She studied well and willingly ; some of the lessons, history, 
literature, and so on, though they taught her little more than 
she had already taught herself, served to classify her really 
respectable store of knowledge and to run a connecting thread 
through her errant ideas. 
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She made no friends — friend-making of any intimacy is not 
so easy in convents as some would have it ; and at Santa Marta 
any attempt in that direction was speedily repressed as an 
unhealthy source of morbid confidences and worldly gossip. 
Even her firm, undisguised love for Gabriella was very unfavour- 
ably viewed, and they could never for an instant succeed in 
being alone or apart together. But she was everybody's chum. 
She drew for her companions, and made them doggerels at 
recreation. There was quite a new swing in the little ones' 
play when she had begged to spend the after-dinner hour with 
them. She had all the qualities that ensure popularity — quick- 
ness to give or lend or help, and a latent sympathy seeking to 
be employed so visibly that all who were sad or cross or unhappy, 
or merely unlucky at their lessons, would find themselves to 
have consulted her before being well aware of the step. Even 
the nuns were fond of her in their indifferent^ inconstant way. 
But with them the tide soon turned; her judgment was too 
sound, and her. opinions stood, after some months of school 
experience, too boldly in her eyes. She made them uncom- 
fortable at times ; made them see themselves in the wrong over 
countless little trifles ; and nobody appreciates that. Not that 
she spoke out about matters as they dawned on her ; she was a 
thousand miles removed from the prig, and her belief in her 
own infallibility was hardly tangible in its diminutiveness. But 
when a mean or small or unjust or undignified doing cropped 
up, for some mysterious reason nobody found they quite liked 
A rd ulna's being there to see. But all this came after. People 
do not find each other out in a day or a month. 

And when the end of her busy, variegated day arrived, and 
the few boarders who remained gathered in the chapel for their 
ten minutes' private prayer before going to bed, she would 
kneel quite still, with her eyes closed and her chin on her 
crossed hands. Her place in the evening was just in front of 
a half turned-down lamp. Her hair would catch the light from 
behind and make a nimbus for her pure, quiet forehead. She 
looked like the Sainte Vierge herself, a fat old French lay 
sister declared one day. The dear soul had only eyes for the 
developing beauty of her, and could not see the five or six lines 
of unrest that were just beginning to ruffle her skin, two round 
the corners of her mouth, and the others in the anxious space 
between her eyebrows. She was growing better-looking every 
day as she waxed fatter and rosier. And in her rare visits to 
the parlour, the families of other boai*ders would whisper among 
themselves, * What a delicious girl ! ' The brothers and the 
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male cousins would suddenly find nothing more to say to the 
perhaps gawky girl they had come to see. ' Only she was too 
old to be kept at school/ the ladies said. 'She would look 
marvellous if properly got up.' For the defects in her face 
were but slight flaws noticeable only by an artist's eye hankering 
after perfect form. 

She was introduced to some people by a companion who was 
infatuated with her, and so charmed were they that they asked 
her to their house for the next half-hohday. But her father 
would not hear of it. Maria de Simone's continued the only 
place she was allowed to frequent, and even that one very 
moderately. Nor did she care much now. All her thoughts 
were taken up by her new experiences and by her as yet vague 
plans for the future. She was slowly letting herself drift, out- 
side the pale of ordinary human opinions and standing-points, 
into the ocean of unfathomable love she now so firmly believed 
to encircle the mysterious, silent Tabernacle. 

This new love, joined to the spirit of sacrifice it engendered, 
made it possible for her to part from Gabriel la after the June 
examinations with a quivering face but a quiet heart. 

The Archangel went away, as usual, to the d'Erellas' villa at 
Frasso, where Maria took a floor for the bathing-season every 
year, grown-up ; her busy, if not remarkably wise, head full of 
the amusements her life could be made to yield now school was 
over and she was free to * lead Auntie a dance.' 

Arduina spent her summer with the nuns and three other 
boarders who, like herself, were not wanted at home, in a 
secluded spot among the mountains of Umbria. There, in 
daily contact with beings who were not saints, but women, 
within nearer sight of an institution that was not divine, but 
human, her young enthusiasm froze almost to death. 

She began to see limitations without end — palpably ugly, 
vulgar defects too — m the monastic life she had already half 
intended joining ; and as in her there was but a hair's-breadth 
between love and self-offering, between conviction and martyr- 
dom, between a problem and the solution of it, between thought 
and execution, the sight drove her to some strange, but from 
her point of view logical, conclusions. 
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The community and school of Santa Marta had returned from 
the mountains, and again the boarders bent over the morrow's 
tasks, hurrying through their pages to get the greatest possible 
amount of learning absorbed before bed-time. 

Sister M&ry Magdalen, who sat at the desk, young, pretty, 
faded, her skin quite yellow in the white casing of linen cowl 
and cashmere veil, did not seem much engrossed by the book 
that lay flat before her. She looked down the line of smooth 
or rutfled heads with a gaze that had not much expression in 
it, occasionally rapping her knuckles — not that she noticed any 
j>articular cause for this warning process, but that the class 
should be made aware of her presence and vigilance. 

And that vigilance was necessary. I'here seemed to be an 
undercurrent of suspense and expectation that evening among 
the ardent learners as if something unusual were going to take 
place. The community too was not quite in its normal con- 
dition of mechanical routine. An unusual thudding of felt- 
slippered feet and an extra click of rosaries flying round in the 
passa<;e outside the class-door was to the initiated an ominous 
sound. 

Tlie boarders' favourite mistress, the one who generally 
guarded them at their evening recreation, was to take her 
vows on the morrow. 

Arduina was sitting there among the rest, idle. She liad 
her elbow on the desk, and her forehead rested in the hollow 
between thumb and index of her open hand. 

There was a thunder-cloud between her brows, as of old; 
her lips just then w^ere so drawn as to appear thin, and again 
the big shadows round her eyes gave her a worn look. 

Was it that in those long days up in the blue mountains, 
within sight of Francesco d'Assisi's tomb, the scales had been 
slowly rubbed away from her eyes, and they smarted now from 
the pain of what they had seen ? Was it that a dream, a faith, 
had crumbled to dust, and there was one more scar across her 
soul.'^ 
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She had the look upon her now of some one wearied by a 
daily struggle^ tortured by a daily doubt, pressed down by a 
secret anxiety. The weight of an empire seemed to rest on 
her shoulders. And truly the thoughts that had come to her 
were very grave. 

She had lived for three months very close to the community 
of Santa Marta, and had watched it with microscopic acuteness. 
She had weighed the excellent women who composed it and 
had found them wanting. They were radically ignorant, they 
were consciously or unconsciously guilty of frequent meanness 
and double-dealing ; they were prejudiced and unjust ; of 
human sympathy and pity for human weaknesses they knew 
not the first word. They professed ideal Christianity, tran- 
scendental self-sacrifice; but Arduina knew of many women 
they would have turned up their noses at who went far deeper 
than many of the venerable nuns in the ignoring of self— Lizzie, 
for instance. 

In a word, they were miles behind their model, Christ, and 
centuries behind the times. 

These little daily discoveries left Arduina more than ever a 
prey to the Indefinite she so dreaded. One point only had 
been cleared from mist and cloud in the chaos of her unquiet 
mind — she would become a nun. But she could not believe 
it necessary, in order to accomplish this, to become narrow, 
prejudiced, at times false, unkind, full of cant, voluntarily 
ignorant and unmindful of natural or artistic beauty. And it 
was a question of taking or leaving. And if this newly-founded 
and still fervent congregation offered so low a mark for souls 
to aim at, what must be the case in other religious houses 
where the pristine flame had dwindled to cinder-heat, and the 
energy of the first years had slackened into routine just a few 
rotations removed from stagnant apathy ? 

She read what books she could get, she kept her eyes open, 
and she asked insidious questions. 

Oh for a Francis of Assisi to come and lead her by the hand ! 

In such friendly proximity to the sort of womtn that would 
he her guides and her rulers for life if she entered a religious 
house of any sort, the vow of perpetual obedience frightened 
her to sickness. Through all these successive desillusions she 
still felt that in a mystic order of life, in a spiritual mission of 
some sort, lay for her the only possibility of a full heart and a 
satisfied conscience. 

What form of mystic life ? What sort of a spiritual mission ? 

In a Catholic countiy, to a deeply Catholic soul, the decision. 
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the necessity once recognised, of accepting religion as the only 
business of life, is inseparable from the choice of a convent. 

Where should she enter ? At what door should she knock 
for food, shelter, and work ? 

She thought of trying the Benedictines. They were very 
intellectual, but there was no human sympathy in their lives. 
They contemplated in all placidity, while others suffered and 
did. True, Arduina believed that Moses praying up on the 
mountain did more for the cause of the Chosen People than 
all the Israelites fighting in the plain. Yet she felt that, 
had she lived in those recondite times, she would have been 
among those who fought in the plain, praying while they 
fought. 

The Carmelites, then ? Here again the voluntary exclusion 
from the pain of others shocked her. Besides, she felt the 
strain of a Teresian nun's material life beyond her power of 
endurance. Only strong, unimaginative girls, with a great 
deal of hard, solid flesh to tone down, can, in this age of over- 
wrought nerves, stand the hardships of a Carmelite convent — 
hardships the bearing of which Arduina could not get herself 
to believe was the proper form of worship to be offered up 
by her. She looked at her wiry little wrists, she held up 
her hands between her eyes and the light, whenever she 
thought seriously of entering the order of Mount Carmel^ and 
felt herself going mad in anticipation. 

The Sisters of Mercy ? There were so many of them ! 
Besides^ the question of her erratic nerves again presented 
itself. She would have, in an institution like that, to lead 
a life of exceptions, always more or less on the sick list, or 
consumed in the drudgery of minor offices in poor schools and 
the like. What was the use of joining a congregation of nursing 
sisters, if she could not stand the test of an hospital ward ? 

The Franciscans, and all the other contemplative orders she 
knew about ? They did no possible work that she could per- 
ceive. Exquisite cakes and biscuits came from their convents, 
and the priests who went to say Mass there were given such 
chocolate ! Then, they made some fearful straw baskets and 
frames and were guilty of some vile bead-work. Frankly, it 
was not enough. 

There were some convents, of course, where beautiful articles 
were turned out in the way of embroidery and so on, chiefly in 
the cities. Arduina would not have minded sewing at Church 
vestments and other people's wedding outfits if the occupation 
had gone hand-in-hand with something else, or was to serve 
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as relaxation from intellectual labour. Standing by itself, it 
offered no inducement to her superabundant energy. 

Should she choose one of the myriad minor congregations 
founded or adapted by French devotes within the last sixty 
years? With their quilled caps^ their antediluvian ideas, 
their bleeding pictures of the Sacred Heart, and their intrinsic 
dulness ? She could not see herself doing it. 

After having so far proceeded by elimination in her unceasing 
meditations on the subject, nothing remained for her but one 
of two courses. To force herself into admiration and respect 
for any one existing institution, and — making to her God another 
sacrifice, the weightiest of all^ perhaps : that of the fastidious 
esthetic sense that tinged even her moral existence — become 
an ordinary nun in an ordinary convent. Or, to give up all 
idea of a spiritual life, and to follow simply the course of her 
days as other people do, waiting, accepting, doing the best and 
the noblest she could in a commonplace position. 

But she could fashion her will by no manner of exertion into 
compliance with either scheme. Giving up the convent plan 
on the weak excuse that no existing form of religious life pleased 
her, was, she felt, flying at a tangent from the mass of the diffi- 
culty ; it was leaving the Gordian knot uncut ; so was deciding 
in favour of life in the exterior world. It was a shrinking from 
difficulties as yet unformulated, but already half-perceived. It 
was fearing to take an initiative ; it was passing over an un- 
solved problem, declaring it insoluble. What if no work in 
life but that were the appointed Cross she had to bear } What 
if, however she might shudder at the vastness of the task, 
taking the first step in such a matter was the reason of her 
uncommon childhood and the strange preparation for woman- 
hood she had had in her passage through uncommon sorrows ? 

She tried to adapt herself to the two lateral paths of putting 
up with convents as they were or giving them up altogether. 
She could not do it. She could no more accustom herself to 
the notion of ending her days at Santa Marta or some such 
holy place than she could have accepted the idea of becoming 
a Mormon. It could not be right, she told herself, to willingly 
pluck out of one's nature the few good things there are in it ; 
to voluntarily expose oneself to the contracting of such a spirit 
as she saw nuns had. Why should she dull her faculties, 
deaden her heart, that she felt to be universally loving, kill 
what was decidedly the best part of her soul — to what pur- 
pose.^ Of producing an act of love on the style of old 
Abraham's sacrifice ; of offering un to God a holocaust that 
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He might possibly not require as not being the work cut out 
for her. On the other hand^ it seemed a poor, flat winding up 
to so much aspiration, to so much longing for superior exer- 
tion ending in superior results, the marrying an ordinary man 
and bringing up ordinary children who would neither of 
them require her intellectual energy nor still her boundless 
restlessness. 

Was life never to bring her anything in the way of heroism 
other than putting up with a tiresome husband as she had 
hitherto borne a bullying father ? Nothing in the way of work 
beyond superintending a man s dinner and looking after babies' 
clothes ? She did not then know how greatness depends, not 
on the things we do, but on the way we do them ; of family 
life she had tasted up till then only the wearying humdrum, 
the chafing restraint ; of passionate, absorbing, irresistible love 
she knew nothing as yet, and she considered it a malady to 
which some were accessible and others not. 

She felt herself capable of so much, and there seemed so 
little to do that she could do ! She might, it is true, cultivate 
one of her numerous accomplishments, and dig art as a mine 
till it yielded the gold she wanted. But that answer to her 
life-riddle would not stand scrutinising long. She knew too 
well that she excelled in nothing; through constant analysis 
she understood herself exactly, and that thorough understand- 
ing helped her to the conviction that she had too many of 
these accomplishments, too much of an all-round apprecia- 
tion regarding things beautiful, ever to portion herself out 
successfully in any particular direction. 

Music? She played the piano delicately, and she had a 
small, satl, true voice that always seemed to have too much 
passion in it for its size. Then, whatever she wrote had her 
own personal colour on it very strongly — hers was the rare gift 
of fantastic ideas and picturesque expression. As for painting, 
she could sketch well enough, and her eye for colour was 
almost painfully appreciative, so keen was it in the perception 
of fleeting shades and passing, intangible effects. But she 
could not reproduce what she saw even when she tried, and 
the trying did not interest her over-much. 

Beyond a set degree of random amateur ability, she had the 
good sense to comprehend that she would never go. 

Nor did she care about reaching preeminence in any branch 
of art; though her temperament was artistic, she had her 
heart and her ambitions screwed two or three points up. Beauty 
alone could suffice her no longer. For reputation or fame she 
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cared not a pin. What she wanted was to do somethings 
whether the world found out she had done it or not. She was 
of the matter that martyrs^ political victims, Nihilists are made 
of; feeling herself born to be the pioneer of a new Thought, she 
yearned for a work to do that would last when she and her 
name were dead. And in the crisis of acute faith that came 
treading on the heels of lier precocious^ not sufficiently reasoned 
scepticism, this work, this Thought could be no other than 
religious. 

She might, it is true, have let herself live in peace, now she 
had got that precious possibility, and have left decisions for 
when the time of making them drew nearer. But hers was not 
one of the convenient characters that can do that. Whenever 
she came across an enigma, she worried herself until she had 
found the key to it. 

Three months of harassing thought solved her life-problem 
for her with a vengeance ! 

Abruptly, one day, the answer to the sphinx's question ap- 
peared to her all clearly spelled out; and so simple was it 
that she called herself names for not having grasped it before. 

Wiiy should she not collect all her notions as to an ideal 
convent life into a new rule ? Others there might be, scattered 
through the civilised world, in the same plight as herself, who 
would be glad to join her. She would found a religious order 
adapted to the peculiar wants of a peculiar class among modem 
souls. 

That was it. And then, for a time, she enjoyed relative 
tranquillity, her mind appeased by the enormous amount of 
quiet thought the laying preliminary foundations to the work 
entailed. But soon a new source of trouble welled up beneath 
her feet — ^the impossibility of keeping her energies at the same 
high-water mark without support of any kind, or sympathy, or 
direction. 

The holidays came to an end and the school returned to 
Rome. This last difficulty threatened to turn out worse than 
the original dilemma ; not only did no one appear with whom 
she might have talked over her scheme, but the unfortunate 
Arduina could not even decide what sort of person would be 
likely to help her. She felt that nuns in a body would taboo 
her plans as savouring of revolutionary principles, of dangerous, 
worldly innovation ; and no priest, unless there were unusual 
breadth in him, would approve, she was sure, of women's taking 
the bit between their teeth to the extent that members of her 
institution undoubtedly would. An outsider who was neither 
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a nun nor a priest would not understand the first word of her 
conception, because no one but a follower of monasticism ever 
yet grasped the monastic point of view. To fully comprehend 
and to sympathise with the ascetic principle means, generally, 
embracing it ; that is, becoming a monk or % nun or a zealous 
priest, and coming under the head of semi-fanatics or relaxed 
automatons who would hoot any new and generous impulse as 
a device of Satan. 

Arduina tested one of her favourite nuns, and found her 
colder even, more inaccessible, than she had expected. In 
fact, she thoroughly alarmed the poor woman, who fled to the 
Superior, Mother Agnes, or Noire Mdre, telling her the child 
Arduina was a little crazed. 

After some more debate with herself, the girl asked for a 
few minutes' interview with the Reverend Mother. Before 
giving up hopes of finding help near at hand, before accepting to 
^ stand and wait' what future events might bring, she wanted 
to try for the last time whether complete openness, however 
painful to her proud sensitiveness, and perfect sincerity would 
not win her an outstretched hand. She wanted to see whether 
the most important member of a modem community founded 
in 1 865 were actually, or only in her too exacting eyes, narrow, 
hard, ignorant of human nature's various wants and unexpected 
evolutions. 

'The fault may be my own,' she said ; 'a want of patience 
and sincerity. I have condemned a whole class of women on 
little shreds of evidence without giving them a fair trial. It is 
I who am prejudiced.' 

She was waiting now for the interview to be granted. 

Besides the principal reason, she wanted to see Mother 
Agnes to get e^nerated from the distasteful business of going 
to confession to the fat old Dominican who was the school's 
spiritual father, and who had but one refrain for the most 
varied occasions : 

' Quite right, my child, go on ! ' 

She wanted leave to seek for herself a more congenial, a 
more enlightened director. 
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A NUN entered the class, carrying a heap of white things on 
one arm. She bent over the desk and whispered a few words 
to the sister in charge. 

^ Mes EnfanlSj' said the latter^ when the other nun had 
finished what she had come to say : ' Notre Mere recommends all 
to be punctual with their dressing to-morrow. You must be 
in the chapel exactly at seven. Further^ she wishes to see no 
untidiness, gloveless hands, and the like. She also desires the 
greatest propriety during the ceremony. You may look on, 
but you need not have curiosity written all over your faces; 
you are requested to be attentive during the sermon there will 
be, and not to constantly turn your head towards the door 
when you hear people going out or coming in, as you did at 
the confirmation last week. Is it well understood } ' 

The girls had stood while they were being spoken to. 

'Yes, mother,' they answered in chorus as they sat down 
again. 

' Ai-duina d'Erella,' continued the nun in a lower voice, 'go 
to Notre Mire,' 

She rose with a feeling of dread, and followed the sister who 
had come with all these messages through the dark play-room 
and the half-lit corridors. The effect of those low lamps was 
most depressing. 

' Who is going to preach to-morrow ? ' asked the girl of her 
escort. Sister Jane was one of the pleasant nuns who could be 
spoken to out of hours on occasion. 

' Monsignor Ferri, my cliild ; a most remarkable man ! ' 

They both bent one knee on passing outside the chapel- 
door ; crossed the sacristy, where a sister was trimming altar- 
lamps; the community -room, where five or six more were 
reading or writing ; and knocked at a door on the left. 

A slim, used-up voice answered — 

'Come in!' and the nun, making way for Arduina to pass 
before her, closed the door, leaving her to her fate. 

The Superior's particular room was rather more elegant than 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 71 

the rest of the convent, lliere was something incongruous 
about it too. The poor, hard bed, with a coarse rug thrown 
across it, contrasted with the han<1some, unmonastic travelling- 
clock ; the well-bound books, in their simple, severely tasteful 
case^ clashed with the hideous paste statue of St. Joseph on a 
shelf. Two or three photographs of nuns there were scattered 
about, all in good leather frames. 

Across the middle of the room was a long, low embroidery 
stand, with a piece of fascinating work on white satin stretched 
over it; all around the little reels of gold and silver thread 
shone in the lamp-light, by the side of the pale, tender silks 
that hung fainting from the back of a chair. 

The table where Mother Agnes sat writing was overcharged 
with a variety of objects. There was a large Latin Bible ; the 
Roman breviary in an oil-cloth cover to save it from the wear 
and tear of daily use ; Thomas k Kempis in French ; a heap of 
correspondence (all the nuns' letters that had to be read and 
closed by the Superior before being allowed to start for their 
several destinations) ; there was a row of little round porcelain 
plates with different colours in them, and a carefully covered- 
up parchment prepared for illumination ; there were samples 
of blue winter stuff's for the girls' uniforms ; and a pile of notes 
and account-books and bills to be paid pressed down by a 
curious stone picked up in the mountains to serve as a paper- 
weight. 

The nun herself was wrapped in a great white shawl, soft 
and thick. She looked ill ; her complexion was not exactly 
pale, because she had a dark skin; but her large, keen eyes 
looked very tired. 

By the side of her there was a little chair — not really a small 
chair, but a large one that had had its legs cut shorter for some 
reason. All the inhabitants of Santa Marta were acquainted 
with that little chair, and it was dreaded by many. Arduina 
could have kicked it, it looked so knowing; but as she was 
motioned to it, she had to sit down in it instead. 

•Well, what is the matter, my dear child? You so seldom 
do me the honour of coming to me, that seeing you here 
quite gives me the impression of something unusual having 
turned up.' 

Mother Agnes spoke slowly, marking her syllables distinctly, 
without, however, the shadow of a drawl, in a voice that would 
have been shrill if it had not been so very worn. There were 
long perpendicular lines down her face, like dried-up torrent- 
beds fretted there by the passage of many tears in a far-away 
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bygone time. And the small^ aristocratic, white hands^ chapped 
and rough through want of care, that wiped the pen and laid 
it 80 neatly across the clean ink-stand^ did not tremble^ but 
they looked as if they ought to. 

She repeated her question with a smile that was quite kind. 

'What is it, my child? You have hitherto ignored me 
completely/ 

'It is, mother/ replied the other in a voice that shook, 'that 
I should like to tell you many things — only ' 

' You are not afraid of me ? ' 

'Oh, no!' 

Yet she was. She was singularly nervous of this shrunken 
woman who had the power to give her soul fresh impetus or to 
damp all its hopes. 

' I have come to a decision, ma mere, since I saw you last ; 
I want to be a nun.' 

The Superior smiled again, a wan, weary smile. She was so 
used to that sort of thing ! Girls so often came to her with 
that announcement after a series of spiritual exercises, an 
impressive ceremony, or a taking sermon. She knew exactly 
the sort of pallor, or furious blush, or uneasy, half-guilty 
stammer that, according to the various types, would precede 
the declaration. From the moment she had seen Arduina 
enter, she knew what ailed the girl, and she had no faith in 
her. The knowledge elicited from her no surprise, and not a 
little amusement. 

'You are very young,' she said, ' to come thus suddenly to so 
grave a decision. At your age, one may feel vague desires and 
aspirations, nothing more. What are your reasons for choosing 
the narrow path ? You give yourself reasons, I presume ? ' 

'I wish,* Anluina almost mumbled, 'to give God all I have 
and all I am. I could not do that if I were hampered by 
other cares.' 

'The motive is good, but you know as yet too little of 
religious life or of the world to decide in favour of either.' 

'I know quite enough of the world and of people in it to 
willingly give up ever having anything to do with it. And I 
know just enough of monastic life to make me thirst for more 
knowledge.' 

The nun crossed her arms and hid her hands away in her 
wide, hanging sleeves. 

' And pray what is it you know of religious life ? ' 

* Very little, perhaps, of religious life as it is ; but I have an 
ideal of my own. If it exist, this ideal, under some form or 
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other^ so much the better; if not, I will try to realise it 
myself/ 
' How so ? ' 

< By founding a new monastic order to suit the spirit of our 
times.' 

' Are you joking ? ' 

'Why should I joke, and why should I not do it? The 
greatest works are sometimes accomplished by the unworthiest 
instruments. What, at best, is the initiator of a work like this ? 
A tool, no more. In one sense, we are all tools ; one hardly 
knows the meaning of one's own individual acts until one sees 
the pattern they make when they are put together.' 
The Superior's face darkened. 

* You philosophize too much, my dear child. And you think 
you have been given a far more important place in God's plans 
and thoughts than probably is yours. You take the question 
from quite a false point of view. If. the more perfect loving 
and serving of God were your end, you would have no need to 
found religious orders, for taintlinen only would be your aim, 
and saintliness can be reached from every place of starting. 
Why not do your best to live a holy life in the world .>' 
The girl's proud, sweet lips curled contemptuously. 
'Half-and-half measures! They are hardly the means I 
should care to use in order to get to God.' 

Mother Agnes changed her manner. Her stem face shifted 
into a broad smile. 

'How the children amuse me!' she said. And her voice 
certainly sounded as if she were having some merriment all to 
herself. 'They come to the convent, they just learn to say 
their prayers ; they sometimes have in chapel a slight feeling 
of holy peace and calm, and immediately they imagine them- 
selves to be favoured receptacles of God's grace. You have 
had no revelations as yet, Arduina ? Quite sure } ' 

' You would not laugh, perhaps, mother, if you quite under- 
stood ; but I don't think you do ! ' 

'Understand? Of course I understand it all, perfectly. 
Your temperament is of the most excitable ; moreover, you 
absorb an atmosphere very readily. You have enjoyed hearing 
our office chanted ; you have heard us laugh and chatter at our 
recreation as if we had not a care in the world ; you have seen 
us enter the chapel on feast-days looking well in our great 
white mantles, and you have thought it would be very nice to 
become a nun. Pondering a little more on the question, 
without even pausing to consider whether such a step were 
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God's will for you or not, with the want of reverence that is 
the mark of youth and of ignorance^ you have made the round 
of all the orders you have so superficially heard of, and have 
decided in your wisdom that no rule is stern or perfect enough 
for your young zeal. Of course i^our zeal and tfour ardour for 
the most perfect are superior to what anybody else's ever were 
before or ever will be. Besides, it would be very grand to 
build a new column for the temple of monasticism — there is 
always such a fascination in things ascetic, even for the so- 
called advanced thinkers^ who, by destroying the scientific and 
historic possibility of God and of Jesus Christ, destroy our very 
raison d'etre. And writing out the rules in a good-looking 
copy-book, with the paragraphs well defined and the title-page 
ornamented in your fairest hand, would be such incomparable 
fun. Is it not so ? If you will have the frankness to face the 
humiliating truth and to acknowledge it bravely, you will see 
there is a great deal of bare fact in what I say.' 

Arduina's lips had grown cold and nearly white. She did 
not feel hurt, insulted, for there was no vanity in her com- 
position ; only unutterably sad. 

' I think we approach the subject very differently, mother. 
I did not think any one could decide in so sacred a matter on 
the grounds you have just mentioned, much less I who take 
nothing lightly. I do not believe I have made up my mind to 
found an order for the pleasure of doing so, or with the hope of 
accomplishing a noisy act. I shall do so simply because an 
order such as I conceive does not exist, and might, if possible, 
satisfy the wants of many.' 

' How do you know that it does not exist ? What sort of an 
institution is it you want to establish ? ' 

' A society of female, twentieth-century Jesuits/ 

Had Mother Agnes been a schoolboy instead of a nun, she 
would have whistled. She had to content herself with 
laughing for tlie relief of her feelings; laughing made her 
choke, so that she coughed till she cried. 

' Sometliing dicadeni, something Jin de Steele, eh ? Oh dear, 
oh dear ! ' And she laughed again. I think she only stopped 
when her sides ached, because it was undignified to hold them. 

Altogether Arduina felt very small. 

'Why should you laugh, mother? / should not laugh at 
some one who came and told me things.' 

' How can I believe all this to be serious ? Really, child, you 
should take pity on the many things I have to bear with in the 
course of the day, and not come here to make fun of me.' 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIA LUCIS 75 

Arduina did not reply, and the nun went on in a different 
tone: 

' Before you go — ^you have said all you wanted to, have you 
not ? — there are one or two little observations / should like to 
make to ifou. We are not satisfied with you^ my little Arduina. 
The sisters in charge of the classroom tell me you are seldom 
really occupied with your studies — I understand the reason now 
I know your startling plans — ^your idleness is of the worst 
possible kind. Also, you have once or twice been reading 
books not belonging to the convent. These are two very grave 
accusations, the last especially. How can I believe in your 
aspirations to extraordinary saintliness when I find you out in 
clandestine disobedience to a very simple rule ? You cannot 
submit to the rule of study, and you are guilty of underhand 
dealings by introducing novels and poetry into the school, 
which you know is the thing most strictly prohibited.' 

The ' novels and poetry ' brought a smile full of irony to the 
girl's lips. 

' Is it not quite so, my child ? ' 

' Oh, quite so ! ' 

' You do not seem convinced ? ' 

' I am perfectly convinced.' 

The Superior gave her a quick glance and her face lost the 
half-playfulness that had lingered round it, in an instant. 

* I wish you to thoroughly understand^ my dear girl, that you 
can practise no tricks and no dissimulation on us. From the 
first we have not approved of your manner^ though having to 
put up with it was partly my own fault for making in your case 
an exception to one of our customs, and taking so old a girl 
into our midst. A certain amount of insincerity is your worst 
failing ; we can never quite grasp your thoughts. At your age, 
and if you wish to become a true child of Santa Marta, you 
should be open as day and clear as crystal. All this talking to 
Gabriella de Simone in remote comers is to me a very bad 
symptom. We tolerated it during the first few months of your 
school life because you came to us fresh from home, knowing 
nothing of our ways and discipline, and must have been lonely. 
Now it must stop. Sister Jane, who accompanied you here, 
tells me you are unbearable whenever Gabriella comes to the 
chapel or the painting lesson. And it is even less allowable 
this year than last ; for, having left school, she is now an out- 
sider, who can only bring news and ideas, wholly unfit for you 
to hear, from the busy world. You constantly converge to- 
wards each other when not actually together^ exchanging sly 
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looks and surreptitious smiles^ as if you knew some secret of 
each other's. What is there/ with growing irritation, * between 
you two ? ' 

* Nothing, except love and a long habit of intimate, almost 
hourly, communion that is not broken in a day.' 

' You have plenty of time for all your intimacies when you 
see her in the parlour, where she almost always comes with no 
older person of her family, leaving her maid in the hall ; this 
also against the rules. Twice a week for an hour or two ought to 
be enough for any one, I should think. You may keep all your 
sentimental friendship for these occasions, or for when you have 
left school ; it is not compatible with the tone of Santa Marta.' 

The time was past when Arduina could be stung to sharp 
answers. She bent her head slightly, without a word. But 
she could not help looking hurt and haughty, thereby dis- 
pleasing Mother Agnes. 

'You should be more amenable to reproof, Arduina,' she 
said, rising, ' or you will make but a poor nun,' returning to 
playfulness as she turned her lamp down a little. ' Run away 
now. You have no more to say to me? Remember I am 
always here, when you are in trouble or in difficulties, and 
always ready to help you on.' 

The girl rose too. She held her peace about the Dominican 
father. Something told her she would not get what she 
wanted, and she did not wish to run the risk of a second 
lecture, that would run this time on the making of unnecessary 
fuss. 

Mother Agnes traced the sign of a small cross lightly with 
her thumb on Arduina's forehead: 'God bless you and keep 
you straight.' 

When the girl was gone, the worthy Superior, having with 
those few gentle words closed the list of her day's occupations, 
took off her black stuif apron, put it by with tender care so that 
no bad crease or waywanl fold should cause her to sin against 
Holy Poverty, and went towards the chapel for a few minutes' 
communion with her Master before the ringing of the Office 
bell. 

Just outside the sacristy she met Sister Jane. 

'Did you accompany Arduina back to the class?' she in- 
quired, with her fingers on the door-knob. 

' No, tna mere, she is at present }n the chapel, and I am sure 
what you have said to her must be working already, for she was 
crying, I am sure, and, by the movement of her shoulders, 
sobbing too, very much.' 
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The Superior shook her head sadly. 

* It will take more than we would have the firmness to say or 
do to break down that spirit of hers. She has been spoiled^ 
she has been too independent, and she has inquired too freely 
into all things. Proud as Lucifer, my dear sister, hard as nails, 
and dreadfully excitable besides, — it would require one of God's 
most startling miracles to convert her.' 

' Still, God is very good, and our Lady may serve her yet.' 

' Ah, sister ! we cannot, of course, doubt His goodness ; but 
experience is very saddening. It goes much against -the grain 
to say it, but I am afraid Arduina will turn out to be the one 
hundredth sheep that gave our Lord so much trouble.' 

' It is sad indeed, and we must pray very hard.' Both nuns 
stopped a moment, poised on one foot, their mouths a trifle 
open, their eyes meeting space with a reflective gaze, both 
occupied with their own private thoughts, yet both seeming 
to ponder over each other's words ; then one sighed and the 
other shook her head, both as if to relieve themselves of an 
incantation. Sister Jane went to some copying in the 
community-room; Mother Agnes turned the handle of the 
chapel-door. 
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The taking of a nun's final, irrevocable vows has so often been 
described^ that there is nothing new left to be said about the 
time-worn ceremony. Only it is never the fainting, sobbing, 
gloomy affair some sensational writers (who have probably never 
assisted at a profession) seem to take a gruesome delight in 
making it out to be. 

Arduina herself, who ought to have known better, prepared 
to have her feelings harrowed far more than they eventually 
were, as she took her place in the school stalls, that had been 
crowded into a corner so as to leave the centre of the chapel 
free. 

When all the spectators had taken their places — of parents 
or friends there were none, for the sister was an orphan and a 
foreigner — Mass began. The vestments were white, and the 
music was good. It was the Superior who furnished the best 
pieces, in her highly-cultivated voice, that she had strained and 
drained till there was only a reminiscence of it left. 

Monsignor Ferri, who officiated, was a tall, lean man, with a 
long nose, a kind mouth, and large, keen, dark eyes, a little 
prominent and a Uttle too close together. There was about him 
the unmistakable look of the ascetic ; a look, too, of intellect 
and fanaticism blended together in equal doses. His manner 
of saying Mass was most edifying ; never once did he raise his 
eyes, nor did he mumble over his Latin as most priests do. 
There was an air of distinction, from his clean face to his 
severely elegant shoes, that revealed his birth. 

Arduina, who was interested in priests, pronounced him what 
Sister Jane had declared he was the evening before, ' a remark- 
able man.' 

And when he turned to address the congregation after the 
Gospel was read, before beginning the ceremony proper, she 
did more than pronounce him a remarkable man. 

She told herself he must be a saint, and a clever one 
besides. The thought that such might be the cjise gave every 
movement of his a quiet charm, and riveted her eyes to his 

78 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 79 

face and his sober gestures, her mind to his picked and earnest 
words. 

What did he say ? 

She could never remember distinctly. He spoke of Christ 
as of a loving and abandoned God, thirsting, craving, begging 
for the love that is His due and is so constantly refused to Him 
by man's ingratitude. He spoke of the supreme happiness to 
be found in total renunciation, with the ring of personal 
experience. And he spoke of the misunderstanding that nuns 
and monks are exposed to from the blindness and ignorance of 
outsiders. ' But/ he said, controlling his short burst of indig- 
nation, ' they do not know, they do not understand ! Oh ! Si 
tcirem donum Dei I If they knew the gift of God ! But they do 
not understand ! ' Then he directed his words more particularly 
to Sister Clarice, who was sitting in the middle of the chapel, 
before the communion-rail. 

' Do not think, my sister, that you have undertaken a light 
and a common task, or that your sacrifice ends with the vows 
you are going to pronounce. The work is but begun. It is not 
in retiring from the world and living under a set of rules that 
your mission consists. Not in the leaving of one's family, in the 
voluntary plunging of parents and brothers in natural and 
excusable grief; not in the torturing of your body with in- 
struments of penance ; not in the wearying of your intellect 
with seraphic contemplation. Not again in the accomplishing 
of long fasts or the working of miracles ; in nothing of all this 
does fidelity to your vocation consist^ but in Love alone. 
' Love, my sister, love ! 

' Love will teach you all, from the more perfect observance 
of some tiny detail in your rule to the highest conception of 
God that may be granted you on earth. And not an ordinary, 
puny love, but the love of heroism, the love of the Saints, the 
love of Christ himself for his Father in heaven. 

' Yes, you are called to heroism, to sanctity, to martyrdom. 
To nothing less. And not in the noisy acts that are reserved 
to others, but in the little straws that may be laid upon your 
shoulders. You may be called upon to bear much or little ; I 
do not know you and I cannot tell. If much, you will have to 
call to your aid whatever resources love has to oifer, for the 
mtich may be too much for any but a heroic love. If little (and 
yours be a generous nature), you will find in the smallness of 
the task set you the highest martyrdom a delicate soul can 
know. 

* If much or little, whether in external acts of usefulness, or 
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in interior, ascensional acts of purification^ you are called upon 
to behave as a heroine, as a saint^ and as a martyr. Notliing 
less will satisfy the God who has ordered, the Saviour who has 
called for help, the Spouse who has once said : " Fenil" And 
if you fall short of this the highest in the path you have chosen, 
you will have fallen short of your duty as surely, and more 
ignobly, than the publicans and sinners who knew no better/ 

Abruptly he turned to the altar and took up the book con- 
taining the ritual of the ceremony. 

He asked Sister Clarice the customary questions : what she 
desired, what was her intention in wishing to join the con- 
gregation, and others. 

Then he gave her the gold ring and the crucifix, and, holding 
the consecrated Host before her eyes like an immaculate seal, 
heard her pronounce her vows. 

The hackneyed pin would have been heard, if it had chosen 
to drop at that moment in the small chapel, where the 
atmosphere was heavy with flowers and incense. And in the 
midst of the awed hush, the usual sounds floated up from the 
streets, where newspapers went on being sold, and peeled frogs 
in cans and burnt nuts in paper horns went on being offered 
with the cry peculiar to each dainty, while a woman in flesh 
and blood was renouncing love, joy, and free-will for ever. 

Yet none seemed sad about it. The girl herself — she was 
just twenty — ^knelt perfectly calm, her own business-like self. 
Only she seemed to have shrunk within herself, within the 
sphere of what she had to do, as if her gaze were turned 
inwards, as if in very truth she were dead or callous to all 
else. 

The silence grew more expectant, and all eyes were fixed 
on the uncomfortably white Host gleaming above the com- 
munion-rail. 

' In the presence of the most Holy and August Trinity and 
of the Blessed Sacrament, 1, once Marie Eug^ie de Creilhac, 
now Sister Clarice of the Incarnation, vow to our most Holy 
Father St. Augustine, to Our Mother-General, and to the 
Superior of this house, that I will live in poverty, chastity, and 
obedience, according to the constitutions of this Congregation 
of Santa Marta, under the rule of St. Augustine, until my 
death.' 

She signed the sheet of paper on which her vows were 
written, and the Sacrament disappeared between her lips. 

Instantly she pulled down her veil, and let her face drop 
into her hands with a happy sigh of relief. 
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A sob or two burst from the people behind her, for there 
were mothers among the spectators. 

After a moment's pause, she drew away from the altar, and 
with an imperceptible movement of the knees — how she must 
have practised^ to do it so well ! — she slipped flat to the floor, 
and lay there at full length. Two sisters drew over her a 
large black pall with a violet cross upon it, and a gold fringe 
round it. They set a heavy brass chandelier down at each 
comer of the pall, as if to hold her fast. 

Then, after another pause, while Mass was being finished, 
the nuns in a row on each side of the living corpse intoned the 
Penitential Psalms and the Office for the Dead. 

The prostrate woman heaved in breathing under her pall, 
as if to warn her sisters that she was not dead, and could not 
die, for all their chanting. 

And the service ended. 

Two lay sisters came forward again, and taking the black 
cloth by two of its edges, drew it rapidly back. Sister Clarice 
rose with the same skilful movement as when she had fallen on 
her face, and, with her lighted taper in her hand, slowly made 
the round of the tearful community, giving to each nun the 
kiss of peace. 

Arduina was stirred, stunned. ^ 

The sight of that young, bright existence nipped in the 
bud, of that warm blood stopped in its course by a sudden 
frost, of the quiet sacrifice from which there was no escape, 
did not strike her. She would have done the same herself, 
in the same manner too, if she had seen any use in the 
whole ceremony. Besides, she envied the young nun's simple 
faith in the order and the rules she had chosen ; she envied 
her power of following a course without complications like the 
ones that thickened round her own path, without secret mis- 
givings or undue aspirations. 

What thrilled her with the passionate excitement of a 
discovery or an invention was the warmth and quiet earnestness 
of Monsignor Ferri's words. She felt that she could believe 
in that man ; that she could rest satisfied in a decision of his, 
as on the superiorly-illumined judgment of a mind both true 
and clear. She was fascinated by him, and the over-charge of 
her soul, instead of gathering as usual in heavy knots round 
her forehead, that a long habit of self-repression made it 
impossible to dissolve, for once melted in soft, gentle tears that 
did her good. 

Arduina rested her shoulders against the back of the bench 
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while the music of a triumphal march swelled from the organ^ 
and watched Monsignor Fern as he crossed the chapel on his 
way to the sacristy^ chalice in hand. She could have thrown 
herself at his feet there and then, but for the impropriety of 
the thing, pouring out the story of her life and of her soul's 
hunger. He would understand^ and she would no longer have 
to think and decide for herself at the risk of blundering. It 
never took very long for Arduina to make up her mind about 
anything^ and her plans were soon laid. She would find 
out where he heard confessions, and on her first half-holiday 
out she would get the Archangel to take her there. 

The moment that followed her resolution, as she knelt with 
her forehead on her crossed hands, was one of absolute peace-^ 
of the peace that was so rare in her over-electric organism. 

Gently the sister who was that morning in charge of the 
school clapped her thin palms ; the girls rose, and the mass of 
snowy veils, that looked at a distance like an evolving group 
of white clouds, glided in single file back to the class. 

It was Thursday, and visitor's day. Arduina was all one 
fidget until about half-past three that afternoon^ when a lay 
sister came and fetched her to the parlour. 
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She had not seen Gabriel la alone since her return from the 
holidays, for Maria de Simone had come with her niece on her 
two preceding visits. Sea-bathing did not seem to have done 
the Archangel any good ; her eyes shone too much in her pale 
cheeks, and she had lost flesh to the point of making her 
mouth seem large. Arduina, who had noticed this two 
Thursdays ago, was even more anxious than usual for a private 
chat. 

She found her walking up and down in an irritated way^ 
with discontent sitting on her face. They settled down as far 
as possible from the other groups of boarders and visitors, and 
they talked very low^ holding each other's hands. 

* I am glad Aunt has had the sense to send me alone. I was 
dying for you. You can't think how miserable I am ! ' 

It was so novel a thing to hear the Archangel complaining 
of misery, and Arduina was so fond of her, that she forgot all 
her own preoccupations and drew her chair nearer to 
Gabriella's. 

* My own, I can see that You look quite ill. Tell me all 
about it.' 

' I wish you knew without my telling.' 

'Are you in love ? ' smiling half playfully. 

' How did you guess } ' And the girl flushed with annoyance 
at being so easily read, with relief at being spared the embar- 
rassing confession. 

'Is that it, really?' 

' Why, yes. What else could it be } ' 

Arduina knew many things besides love productive of 
nnhappiness, but she mentioned none of them. 

'Who is it, dear?' 

' The son of one of my trustees — Sant' Onofrio. A sailor.' 

' Prospero Sant' Onofrio ? The Captain ? ' cried Arduina, as 
if glad it should be some one she knew, at least by name. Her 
life had been so secluded that even the names she was 
acquainted with were very few. 
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'Speak lower ; yes, just him. I was aware of his existence, 
of course, but I never came across him before this summer, 
because my visits to the Sant' Onofrios were so rare, and 
because he was never at home. His people, too, have not 
always been here ; you know they are half Neapolitan. I wish 
I had continued never coming across him. You remember the 
Sant' Onofrios took the ground floor of your villa for the 
season } ' 

* Yes, I know that.' 

'Well, they took it just because the son's torpedo boat was 
stationed at Frasso.' 

'His nr^ boat?' 

' Torpedo boat. Don't you know what a torpedo boat is ? 
It's named after a fish.' 

' I knew of the fish, but not of the boat. What 's it used 
for?' 

Gabriella explained, not over-technical ly. 

' They sent him to Frasso on a mission about some carrier 
pigeons. You know they use carrier pigeons for despatches 
in time of war, and every year they exercise them, so that they 
may get used to flying over the sea. Now and then the cages 
full of pigeons would come down to Frasso from Rome ; the 
captain would embark them^ steam them off so many miles 
from the coast, and let them loose in the morning. He went 
as far as Sardinia, sometimes; and fancy, all the birds but 
seven got back to their place in Rome quite safe ! ' 

' Is he nice ? ' 

Considering the girl was in love with the man, it was 
rather a useless question to ask. Gabriella clasped her hands 
together tightly. 

'Nice? I wish you had been there this summer! It's 
impossible not to like him ; everybody does. And I — well, 
what's the use of making descriptions? Fou know just how 
one feels when one's head is gone.' 

' No, I don't' 

' But you can imagine. It 's torture. You were right once 
when you said you didn't believe love was worth its salt 
There's no humble pie I wouldn't eat for him — and he — he 
hasn't so much as noticed whether I am a white girl or a red 
Indian !' 

' Oh — he doesn't care for you, then ? ' 

' No ; he cares for nobody but himself. Stay, though, I 
didn't tnean that. Oh, w% can't he love me ? ' 

' Probably because he cant/ 
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Arduina did not know how philosophically she had ap- 
proached the only solution there is to one of Love's most 
sickening mysteries. Why does a woman's love so seldom win 
back love ? 

* You poor Archangel ! ' she went on^ ' it must be awful. I 
wish I could bear it for you.' 

' I knew you would say that, and I knew you would mean 
it when you had said it. That's why I thought I should burst 
if I didn't see you soon. Oh dear ! I was so jolly happy 
before ! Now there's no fun in anything.' 

* Won't you ever see him again ? ' 

'Not in the same way as down there, morning, noon, and 
night, unless they send him to Frasso again next year. He 
seemed to think it rather likely, though.' 

'If he does come, he might do next year what he hasn't 
done this.' 

Gabriella shook her head. 

' Never — he wouldn't even trouble to flirt with me.' 

' Or you may get over it ? ' 

She shook her head again, this time with more vigour. 

'That, never!' 

She was in earnest and she looked sincerely wretched. The 
tears sprang to the eyes of Arduina — Arduina who could so 
seldom cry over her personal troubles. And the sight of her 
sympathy moved Gabriella more than her own tale of grief. 

'Never mind. Beauty. Don't take it so much to heart! 
Each one of us poor mortals must have some bother in his or 
her turn. At the worst, it gives one something to think about. 
Tell me about yourself.' 

' There is not much to tell, only that I have found out what 
I want to do. I am going to institute a new Order.' 

'Are you.>' 

The Archangel neither laughed nor started. Perhaps she 
shared the general opinion, that coming from Arduina nothing 
had the right to surprise, because eveiything was to be expected. 
Perhaps, too, she had guessed her friend would jump at that 
conclusion, since the winter, since she had been made the 
confidante of her perplexity about the choice of a Rule. She 
remembered having once laughingly advised her to become a 
hermit, for she could then make out her own Rule and have it 
all to herself besides. 

Her thoughts on the subject had not gone very deep, 
however, judging by the questions she proceeded to ask. 

'What will you call it?' 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



86 VIA LUCIS 

'The Society of Santa Croce/ 

'Why choose that name? It reminds me unpleasantly of 
Santa Marta.' 

' You don't know, and I can't explain. I was never good at 
explaining. When I have the rules written down and ready, 
you shall have them to read.' 

'What is the Order meant for? It isn't contemplative, I 
hope ? ' 

' Not exactly. It is meant to spread a collection of women 
over the earth, in every art and trade, radiating from a warm 
nucleus, and reproducing in themselves, whether they believe 
Him God or man, or both, the exact figure of Jesus Christ.' 

' Then you would have heathens and Christians all mixed up 
together ? ' 

'Heathen is a strong word to use nowadays. But I know 
what you mean. Yes, I would have women of every shade of 
opinion meeting in one central point : admiration for the Cross. 
I would demand but this common faith in the redeeming power 
of Christ's example, and a strict conformity to the rules of the 
Order. I myself firmly believe in the divinity of Christ and 
His mission — indeed, to me personally He is more than God.' 
Her eyes had in them an illumined look. ' But all are not of 
my opinion, and those who cannot believe in our religion are 
sometimes the very cream of humanity as regards qualities of 
heart and intellect. They belong to the class of those who 
ikink and want to do; and while they cannot recognise the 
divinity of Christ, they yet recognise His incomparable per- 
fection as a synthesis of all the good there ever was or ever 
will be in any creed, in any philosophy, as an arch-type. Why 
should they be excluded — their flame, their purity, their art, 
their sympathy and their learning — if they have anything of 
all this in them ? They shall blend with the others, the mystics 
in a truer sense, who in their turn shall be taught breadth of 
view and toleration by being forced into contact with them; 
and they shall all live and act so as to reach, in different 
branches of thought and activity, one common ideal of in- 
dividuality as Holy Cross Sisters. That's the plan— the back- 
bone of it, at least. I am collecting the details slowly, for it 
is very hard to make a rule suiting both classes of souls and 
uniting the three indispensable elements — formative power, 
flexibility, and duration.' 

Gabriella hazarded no answer; she hadn't quite taken it 
all in. When she did speak, it was with a chuckle of amuse- 
ment: 
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' And what does Mother Agnes say ? You seemed disposed 
to try taking her into your confidence last time I saw you ? ' 

' She doesn't know much about it I have only thought the 
scheme out superficially myself. Nor would she have listened 
had I been able to tell her. She isn't good for anything ; you 
should have seen her face at the mere word foundation ! ' 

' Mother Agnes is a fool ; I always said so.' 

' She is no fool^ she is a nun,' 

'Don't you slur on nuns now you are going to be one 
yourself.' 

' Ah ! ' — and again the illumined look^ as if the wrestled-for 
ideal lay radiantly golden beyond the parlour wall^ beyond the 
gaudy picture of Leo xiii. that hung there. 

* Ah ! ' she said^ ' not a nun like that.' 

'It is a pity^ though/ Gabriella said^ half-musingly. 'You 
would have made a man so happy ; and — it seems a shame to 
say such a thing to a piece of solemnity like you, but it 's the 
truth — you would have looked so well in a ball-dress I ' 

To Gabriella's intense astonishment, Arduina did not appear 
shocked at her frivolity. She merely answered in a matter-of- 
fact way : 

' I don't think I should. My shoulders are too thin/ 

' But you would have made a fascinating wife ! ' 

'There's a mistake ! If you had said a fascinating mistress, 
I would grant you the hyperbolic expression. I am not 
humdrum enough for our men/ with infinite bitterness, ' and I 
could not take to a foreigner. You forget/ almost savagely, 
' that except in a case of hopeless imbecility on the part of her 
husband, a wife must either forfeit his love, or stop allowing 
herself the luxury of occasional blues, sadness, nerves, originality 
of any sort. • And there are colours in me that no matrimoniid 
duckings will ever wash out. So we should quarrel — unless I 
consented to bleach, to be sat upon, to have my ego destroyed. 
And what would be the earthly good of that ? ' 

' When one loves, one is quite willing to be sat upon/ broke 
in Gabriella dolorously. 

' Granted. But what man is worth being loved that way ? * 

' You don't know any men.' 

' But I see lots, 1 look at every man that passes me in the 
street, and they disgust me, judging by their ignoble faces, each 
individual one of them.' 

' What virulence ! One would think you were a jilted old 
maid.' 

Arduina laughed. 
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' You are right ; probably I was a shade too emphatic. Bat 
certain things make me emphatic. We are in the pot-and- 
pan stage here in Italy yet — the kitchen-fire stage — and I want 
a throne. One with a cushion of thorns^ perhaps^ but always 
a throne.' 

' Sweet Christian humility/ smiled Gabriella. 

'Perhaps it is undue pride/ answered the other thought- 
fully. ' If so, I will try to get over the feeling. But I don't 
think it is. Most people would have nothing to say to the sort 
of throne I dream of.' 

'So you still want to be a saint } ' 

* What a way of putting it ! Of course I do ! There is no 
help for it. I should be useless in any other sphere, and no 
other aim will fill up my soul.' 

'In a word' (Gabriella seemed quite herself again), 'you can 
never be happy unless you are making yourself miserable, as 
the Beast used to say.' 

'That's it, very likely, according to some people's point 
of view.* 

' When is Santa Croce to be founded ? ' 

' Not till I am twenty-one, for certain. Any time after that. 
But I must have two things before I think of beginning : some 
one to guide me and some one to join me.' 

'You ought to look out for a proper confessor. A wide, 
liberal priest' 

'A liberal priest, who would be at the same time holy, is 
hard to find. But I think I have got what I want — Monsignor 
Ferri, who preached at Sister Clarice's profession. By the 
way, why didn't you come } You were asked, and they kept a 
chair for you.' 

'Too early. I meant to make an effort and get here by 
seven, but my limbs refused to leave the bed. What about 
this paragon? How are you going to reach him? Mother 
Agnes, unless I have ceased to know her, will never consent to 
your leaving Father Vincent.' 

' I want you to take me to where he confesses on my next 
afternoon out. I know it falls on one of his confession-days. 
He hears people regularly from three till dark. Do you mind 
in the least?' 

'Mind? Why should I? We shall have to get clear of 
Aunt, who, I know, had the sweet intention in her over- 
whelming kindness of taking you somewhere or other. To 
hear the band play up on the Pincio, I believe. That's the 
only difficulty. But I can manage it easily.' 
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'You are sure it won't put you out ? * 

' It 's the sort of expedition that rather amuses me. I want 
to see what he's like. May he I shall go to him myself. I 
haven't "shrived me clean" for two months or so, and I 
need the purifying process badly — a kind of autumn cleaning, 
you know/ 

'You are too good to me.' 

' No, I 'm not. Only I would do most things for you, because 
I 'm fond of you, so that it comes round to just pleasing myself. 
And you pick me up so wonderfully. I shall want you dread- 
fully these months,' her pretty face clouding over. ' Oh, Beauty, 
I am in a way ! ' 

' Poor Archangel ! But I wish you would believe me. The 
Idiflls of the King are lovely — to read about; but, thank 
Heaven, we are not all Elaiues ! It 's the sort of thing one 
soon cures of.' 

She pulled her hand away fretfully from Arduina's almost 
painfully strong grasp. 

' Don't talk like the rest I* A second's interval ; then, with 
a change of tone, she spoke again : 

' Where is he to be found, this ghostly man of yours ? Do 
you know already, or shall I hunt him up for you ? ' 

Six o'clock struck, out in the halL 

Arduina rose instantly; she was cultivating subordination 
and scrupulous obedience. 

' I got the sacristy sister to tell me.' 

' Oh ! She has nothing to do with the school, and so could 
not scent mischief in your asking. You piece of cunning! 
What church is it?' 

The convent supper-bell rang. 

* San Lorenzo in Lucina.' 
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By the time next Wednesday afternoon appeared^ Gabriella 
had changed her mind about also going up to Monsigiior Ferri. 
Her sins would keep^ she said. So she left her friend alone in 
the churchy and went off on some errand or other with Zeffirina, 
her maid. 

The Church of San Lorenzo in Lucina stands in a piazza of 
the same name opening out of the noisy, fashionable Corso. 
It is long, dark, cool, silent ; and straight in front of you, as 
you enter, you are met by the agonised face of Guido Reni's 
dying Cristo. I have known men, strong men, who believed 
neither in Grod's existence nor their own, sob before that 
picture in some terrible pain and come away comforted. There 
is magic in it. 

Here and there, passing through the yellow curtains from 
the high windows, shafts of sunlight like dancing gold-powder 
poured down on the ancient pavement, resting there in irregular 
squares. 

Nobody was kneeling at Monsignor Ferri's confessional, for 
Arduina had come so soon after three that he had himself 
only just arrived. He saw the girl cross the church in his 
direction, and prepared to receive her by putting his breviary 
down, drawing the curtain before him, and opening the 
wooden shutter behind the grating at his left. 

As she knelt, the dry wood creaked under her weight. She 
was extremely nervous ; her heart was beating, her hands were 
cold, and her cheeks were flushed. With the pride that was 
hers from birth, and the reserve that misunderstanding had 
developed to a morbid pitch, the effort she was making in thus 
resolving to speak of herself before a perfect stranger agitated 
her. 

Arduina crossed herself and began by the customary 
formula : 

' Father, give me your blessing, for 1 have sinned.' 

< Dio la benedica, in the name of the Father, of the Son, and 
of the Holy Ghost' 
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Then she recited the prayer before confession, the humble 
Confileor, and the priest asked her the preliminary question : 

' How long is it since your last confession ? ' 

' Ten days, padre,' 

'Well, my child?' 

She told the list of faults committed in that time. The 
priest could tell by the slight imperfections she accused herself 
of that hers was no ordinary half-and-half religion. She had, 
it appeared to him, a certain knowledge of mystic and ascetic 
practice ; he could tell that also by the methodical way she set 
about the business of confession, telling the more important 
things first, instead of doing like so many of her age, who begin 
by the accusation of insignificant faults, and then leave the 
priest to drag from them as best he can the confession of the 
sins they are really ashamed of. 

Arduina had told three fibs ; had lost her temper, answering 
sharply, twice ; had frittered time away, dawdling or dreaming 
about once a day ; had had proud thoughts about herself twice, 
and once an impore thought that she had not been able to 
drive away immediately. 

' Then I have neglected keeping myself in the presence of 
God very often, and have not attended to my meditation 
properly, through thinking of something about a friend of mine 
that worried me. There has been nothing else that I can 
remember.' 

She paused, and the priest did not begin at once the 
little lecture that is customary before the giving of absolution. 
Arduina was turning now hot and now cold ; at regular intervals 
a deep sigh from an old crone who was telling her beads in a 
dark comer with tempestuous devotion swept through the 
ghostly church like the sound of a draught through an open 
door. The poor hag sighed over her beads, and an old man 
with a few scant white hairs, who was kneeling with both 
hands clasped over a stout stick as if for support, kept changing 
the position of his feet on the marble slabs of the pavement, 
and clearing his throat, with a shuffling and a scraping that 
rang along the sonorous roof, vibrated through the arches, and 
twisted round the pillars till it died away somewhere behind 
the altar. 

'Then, my child, you intend to accuse yourself of all the sins 

of your past life, committed by thoughts, words, actions, and 

omissions. As spiritual penance you will recite the psalm 

• Miserere once, trying to excite in your heart feelings of sincere 

contrition for your faults. I see you know many things that 
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will aid you in keeping pure and good — the daily practice of 
meditation for instance. Do not, if you can help it, let other 
thoughts come between you and the sight of God, which is the 
most beautiful sight in heaven or on earth. And if your head 
sometimes is weary, do not think your prayer less acceptable to 
God through being less fervent. Do not struggle and fret, but 
remain calm under God's gaze, remembering that nothing can 
come to you in the way of temptation but by His will or His 
permission^ and that whatever flows from that divine source is 
always the best thing for you. Try to avoid falsehoods ; they 
are among the things most displeasing to God, who not only 
is the fountain of all Truth, but is in himself Truth, Besides, 
a falsehood is so small, so mean a thing ! It is a lowering of 
ourselves as human beings, not only a failing as Christians. 

' Recite, then, your act of contrition and prepare to receive 
holy absolution.' 

Not the words, so much as the tone and the manner, spoke 
of intense feeling, bom of deep conviction. There was an 
appearance of firm good sense and steady reason^ beautified by 
a really absorbing love in everything the priest said, that was a 
relief from the usual cant. 

Her first opinion of the man was more than confirmed. 
Arduina grasped her left wrist in her right hand, and, as 
plainly as her tightened throat and dry lips allowed her, 
broke in : 

' Father, I beg your pardon, there are some other things I 
should like to tell if I am not taking up too much of your time 
just now.' 

*I have no time of my own, my daughter; my whole 
time belongs to each soul that comes to me. How old are 
you?' 

' I shall be seventeen in March.' 

* You are a foreigner, of course ? ' 

'No, my father is Roman. But my mother was English, 
and I did not learn my native tongue till I was six or seven — 
till after her death, in fact ; that, 1 suppose, accounts for my 
accent' 

' You have lost your mother, then ? Your father also } ' 

' No, he is alive and well. I am not with him now. I have 
been at school at a convent for the last nine months.' 

She went on to give the story of her childhood in short 
sentences that were, like most of her phrases, quick, pictorial, 
and to the point. She was not five minutes in laying bare all 
the circumstances that had determined what she now came to 
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explain : her state of mind^ and the decision arrived at during 
the summer. She sketched the profile of tlie Order she meant 
to found, winding up with these words : 

* I know mine do not seem strictly orthodox ideas, but I also 
know they are more orthodox than they seem. The only 
objections that could be made to the scheme are the training 
of the nuns in all sorts of arts and crafts according to their 
bent, some of them distinctly unmonastic, and the placing of 
the Catholic side by side with unbelieving subjects. I answer 
the first objection by promising, through the strength of the 
Rule^ that these women shall have hearts and characters so 
tempered as to come away victorious from the test of contact 
with the busy, modem world ; and the second by the con- 
sideration that the presence of women wliose faith is firm, 
lofty and illumined side by side with others who have no faith, 
must result, when the believers are properly trained, not in 
their own injury, but in the good of their sisters. 

'Over and above the successful answering of objections, 
there is something else that keeps me firm in my project, and 
it is the feeling that all this does not come from me, but has 
been instilled into my mind and nurtured there by the force of 
a superior Will, by the warmth of a superior Love. 

'Something pushes me, something drives me on. Whatever 
the obstacles, whatever the pain, I must do it; I must go 
straight to the end. Will you be the one to advise me, padre ? 
Will you help me?' 

Monsignor Ferri, with one glance of his practised eye, had 
read the girl through, had weighed her, judged her. She 
would make the best nun of all the religiously inclined morsels 
of eccentricity fallen under his direction. To favour her wild- 
goose plan of practical reconciliation between mystic and 
agnostic blue-stockings was perfectly ridiculous. Though there 
was nerve and muscle in her plan, or in her way of presenting 
it, it was a wicked, foolish piece of infatuation. 

He could not encourage it. 

Then, on the other hand, it was a clear, starry soul, in spite 
of the damp mists obscuring it, that had just given him its 
confidence. And once delivered of all infatuated encumber- 
ances, what an instrument for good ! What generous reckless- 
ness in the counting up of sacrifices to be made ! What 
stubborn faith she could be made capable of! What intellect ! 
What apostolic zeal ! 

She was of too precious a stuff to be wasted. Once brought 
down to a more normal view of things spiritual, she would 
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make an excellent nun— of Santa Marta, for instance. It was 
just the convent for her — ^modern, broad^ cultured. 

And he saw that immediately, coldly damping her high- 
flown enthusiasm would mean sending her away in a huff in 
search of another director. 

While Arduina waited, he held his long white hands 41 
moment over his eyes and prayed for divine light in the guid- 
ance of that difficult young soul, so ardent, so open, so sorrowful 
already, that could be made so beautiful ! He prayed that he 
might not be the means of doing her harm ; prayed for quick- 
ness of insight, for gentleness of touch. 

Then he spoke — and temporised. 

'All this tells highly in favour of your disposition, my dear 
child. Your coming to me is the greatest grace I could this 
day have received from our divine Master. I quite grasp your 
idea. I understand, and I fully sympathize with your aspira- 
tions. Only, you must not condemn all convents indiscrimiii- 
ately without a more accurate knowledge of them. And, 
for the moment, there is no definite step to be taken beyond 
the daily upward step in the path of your own spiritual 
advancement.' 

' Then you think Santa Croce a feasible scheme ? ' 

' It is hard to distinguish, in cases like this, between 
celestial inspirations and mere earthly emanations. And it is a 
distinction I certainly could not make after having seen you 
but once. Come to me again whenever you please, and as 
often as you like. I shall always be sincerely touched by any 
confidence of yours, and I shall always do my best to help 
you.' 

That moment was one of the happiest in Arduina's life. She 
had but a small experience of confessors and their ways, and 
she took Monsignor's cautious words as meaning exactly what 
they expressed. A prospect of moral support opened up before 
her, and made her all joy, all love, all hope and energy. Just 
then she would have given her heart's blood for the asking, 
and have felt no pain. The priest went on, pronouncing, 
after a few more words of advice, the sacramental formula of 
absolution. 

' Another question, my child, before you go. What is your 
own personal aim, apart from your wish to do good to your 
fellow-creatures, in desiring this foundation } ' 

It was too dark for him to notice his penitent's face. He 
would have felt reconciled with erring humanity had he seen 
her beauty glow as from the shining out through her eyes of an 
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inward fire. What he did Dotice was the grufTuess of her low, 
emotional voice as she answered : — 

' I have no other aim but the showing God a more perfect 
love, by accomplishing at whatever cost something I firmly 
believe to be His will.' 

'Then, if you were in a short time as equally convinced 
that He no longer requires this work of you, what would you 
do?' 

' I only care for Santa Croce in so much that I believe it a 
thing demanded of me by the God I love. If such a change 
were possible, I should give up the idea.' 

' Without a regret ? ' 

' Without a regret, if I were only sure that by giving it up I 
was serving God more perfectly than by doing it.' 

Monsignor smiled in the secrecy of his sombre box ; and with 
more marked approval in these last words than in any of his 
former ones he dismissed her : 

' That is right, quite right. God bless you, my child. Have 
courage.' 

Gabriella's spirits were depressed when she returned from 
her walk, and she spoke only a little just outside tlie church, 
under the low portico, that was full of beggars. It was late, so 
that she had to take her charge back to the convent without 
going anywhere else. 

All the way home Arduina was silent. 
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Through the whole of that winter Gabriella fretted and 
groaned, Arduina was happy, and Monsignor Ferri temporised. 

By his lenient, tolerant acceptation of her scheme, by his 
infinite tact and kindness, by his justness of perception, which 
always taught him the right thing to say and the right moment 
to say it in^ he acquired a hold over her soul that she could not 
afterwards shake off for years ; and that^ joined to a very deep 
respect for his real personal goodness, influenced all her 
decisions. Step by step she was doing, at his almost impercep- 
tible instigation, what she three months ago would have 
dreaded doing — cutting herself off from things human and 
from the use of her own free will. Step by step he was leading 
her to the supreme spirit of renunciation that culminates in 
supreme indifference. 

At school she got on better than formerly ; this very tendency 
to a general indifference, though only just beg^inning to gain 
strength, naturally did much to render her temper more 
equable and her passions milder. There were days, moments 
especially, when a fever of sacrifice seized her, in her over- 
whelming anxiety to give her God all that she had to g^ve. 
And in those transient attacks of a fervour that was almost 
hallucination, she understood what she had never thought to 
even come near — the meaning and the sweetness of the Car- 
melite's perpetual contemplation. What was the use of doing 
a difficult, a vast thing, if the mere picking up a pin for God's 
sake were an act of extraordinary love ? Monsignor Ferri said 
so, and she believed in him. She would have run the risk of 
heresy and have contradicted the Pope himself; but she was 
silent after a judgment of Monsignor Ferri's. The man had 
captivated her by jfiis gentleness, by his great learning, by the 
exact concordance there was between his faith and his daily 
life. If the highest really lay in the sacrifice of all that is 
dearest, then, perhaps, Santa Croce was useless. It was the 
dearest thing she had, that ever- widening scheme; perhaps 
giving it up and killing her personality by that last renuncia- 
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tion would prove her love better than the successful founding 
of a new Order. Perhaps, if she thus destroyed herself out of 
love for Him^ the God she so thirsted for would let her come 
nearer to Him than if she continued harbouring ambitions and 
dissatisfactions. 

Monsignor Ferri had no idea of the rapidity of his own work. 
He had not fathomed the extraordinary power of assimilation 
Arduina was gifted with. He let hints drop, and he gave her 
books to read ; but he never dreamed that he was doing more 
than deposit a germ^ meant to fructify in the future. He did 
not guess how fast she travelled along a given track; how 
eager she was to seize a point of view ; how sternly, almost 
unfemininely, logical her mind was in following an ideal to its 
last fatal conclusions. If the base were false, of course the 
whole train of thought would be false too ; but let her once 
grasp a fundamental idea, and there was no danger of her 
reason or her courage shrinking from the inevitable deductions. 

And Monsignor Ferri had started in her a fundamental idea 
destined to be singularly attractive, once it was safely lodged 
there, to her generously Quixotic soul ; one that closed her in 
a dilemma from which, if she admitted the starting-point at all, 
there was no exit. She was nearer, at such exalted moments, 
to ripeness for his plans than her director ever suspected. 

They were only moments, however, the periodic uncertainties 
that reveal the passage from one state of mind to another. The 
new one might be reached soon, but the old one was far from 
abandoned. Towards the end of the winter, especially, though 
she obeyed Monsignor Fern's injunctions; followed his prac- 
tices ; and wore, at his suggestion, an iron bracelet, by way of 
penance, adorned with sharp points that pierced the flesh, she 
underwent a revival of interest in her proposed foundation, and 
Santa Croce became again for months the first among her 
thoughts. 

So the cold days lengthened, and spring itself broadened 
into summer. Gabriella, paler, thinner, worse-tempered than 
she had ever been, lived on the fantastic hope of conquering 
Prosper© when they should meet again. It had been wisdom 
to spend the summer somewhere else, as the Sant' Onofrios 
intended returning to Frasso again that year, and Arduina told 
her so. But Gabriella was foolish at times, and on this par- 
ticular occasion she chose to be even more foolish than was 
excusable in her love-lorn condition. She refused to give up 
Frasso, and she got her passive aunt to start for the sea-side a 
fortnight earlier than usual, about the middle of May. . 
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Before her depjirture, Maria de Simone had another of her 
famous conversations^ inspired by Gabriella, with Angelo 
d'Erella. He had come to bid her good-bye^ and he sat in his 
accustomed place^ with his own cup in his hand^ full of the 
weak tea that was sacred to Iiim. 

Matters with him had been going from bad to worse. But 
just now he was very sanguine. A combination had presented 
itself that promised to be lucrative. He had made up his mind 
once for all ; being sick of failing and trying again^ only to fail 
more deplorably the last time than the first. So he would try 
once more^ raising the necessary capital from any one who was 
fool enough to risk it in his hands. If the thing succeeded, 
he would be a millionaire at last — as he deserved to be. If 
it smashed, he would be ruined ; for even now his debts were 
getting clamorous. But he would disappoint his creditors, 
after all, for he would blow his brains out — none too soon^ for 
it would be his last chance. 

That day, at Maria de Simone's, however, he was very 
sanguine. He had risked a little money on the Exchange, in 
accordance with his new plans, and had won. And he had so 
long ago forgotten the sensation of having a few more bank- 
notes in his pocket-book than were quite necessary to meet that 
especial day and the evil thereof that he was slightly off his 
head. 

He put a flower in his coat ; he asked for another cup of tea, 
and he ate a biscuit — the daintiest he could find in Maria's plate. 

So she broached a subject that she had hitherto shuddered 
to introduce, but that she knew must be approached, or Gabriella 
would make life unpleasant for her. 

Fortunately, Angelo gave her a handle to the conversation 
by asking her a very appropriate question : 

' Maria, have you seen that girl of mine lately ? ' 

' Yes, I saw her the day before yesterday. She is not at all 
well,* answered Maria, plunging with laudable bravery. * The 
doctor says mountain air is bad for her.' 

' Doctors always have spiders in their heads.' 

' But I too think the same. I have not much faith in any 
doctor, but for once I entirely agree with one.' 

' What 's the matter with her ? * 

' Nothing — and everything. A general debility. She needs 
sea-air.' 

* I 'm sorry, for I can't help her. I haven't a week to myself 
this summer. Milan at once, Paris, then Milan again. I might 
take her soniewhere in September, though.' 
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' September is too late for the sea. You ought to let her 
have July and August.' 

< But I can t. Tell me how I could manage it^ with everything 
going wrong and so much to see to/ 

* Send her to Frasso with me.' 

'That dancing, gossiping, flirting place .^ Not while I have 
an ounce of brain in my head ! ' 

'There is a reason,' hinted Maria mysteriously, 'why a little, 
not much, but just a little of the dancings flirting, gossiping 
place would do her a world of good.' 

' What do you mean ? What 's up ? ' 

'Are you the man to hear a disagreeable thing calmly, and 
keep your own counsel without making unnecessary dis- 
turbances ? ' 

* You ought to know me, if no one else does, Maria.' 

She knew him to be the exact reverse of the man she had 
just described, but it did not serve her purpose to say so. 

' Well, then, if you don't want the Sisters of Santa Marta to 
make a nun of Arduina, look out ! ' 

' Damnation ! ' 

He was so thoroughly at home with Maria that she let him 
swear whenever he wanted to. 

' Do you mean it ? * 

'I have the strongest reasons for believing they count on 
her already. I thought it could not be your wish that your 
daughter should become a nun; it did not seem quite con- 
sistent witli your ideas.' 

' Hang the beastly women ! I should think it wasn't They 
shall hear of this.' 

'It would be most foolish of you to make a fuss. If you give 
the whole affair the savour of persecution in Arduina's eyes, 
you will have her posing for a martyr/ 

' Why, I should knock all the teeth out of her head ! ' 

'Not much good. She would wait till her majority, her 
ideas more and more unshakable the more you thwarted them. 
No, you must take her prudently. That was why I proposed 
Frasso. A little amusement will blow all that out of her head 
without the bother of violent means. Her health first, and 
then, you see, this other reason ' 

' You were always full of sense, Maria.' He forgot it was 
she who had talked him into allowing the convent little more 
than a year ago. 

' Of course,' reflectively, 'you women know best about girls. 
If she were a boy ! ' 
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Angelo left his threat unfinished. Judging by his eyes, 
it must have been an awful one. 

Maria sighed and passed her tiny handkerchief over her 
temples and the corners of her mouth. It was warm weather 
— and warm work. 

'But heaven and hell ! that one should have to use diplomacy 
with one's own children ! ' 

Presently, when he had digested it all, and had finished his 
tea, he said and did something that struck his old friend dumb. 
Not knowing of the bank-notes that were burning a hole in 
his pocket, she concluded he must be ill. 

'I suppose Arduina will want money for rags. She can't 
have only her school things if she is to. go about with that 
fashion-plate niece of yours.* 

' Yes. I was going to say something about it.' 

' How much shall you want } ' 

'I don't know; just what you feel inclined to spend.' 

He handed her two pink bills pompously, with an affectation 
of carelessness that made his movements still more impressive. 

' That ought to be enough.' 

Maria, who knew the man, felt she could be as bold as 
she pleased to-day. 

* If you give me a little more — she might just as well look 
nice while she is about it' 

He produced another pink bill. 

'Tiiank you ever so much. Then you can go away about 
these affairs of yours quite easy in your mind. I shall leave at 
once, as we had decided, because Gabriella needs a change. 
But we shall come back after Arduina's examinations to fetch 
her and to see about her clothes.' 

' It is I who ought to thank you, taking that great, tiresome, 
foolish girl so completely off my shoulders. One would think 
you had your work cut out for you with your own baggage. 
But no, you were always good. And you have firmness and 
sense. You are a woman in a thousand ! ' 

He enjoyed his cigarette to the last atom. Then he quitted 
his arm-chair lingeringly. 

' Well, good-bye,' he said, with something like regret in his 
voice, * I must be going. Have a good time down there, and 
let me know how that dog of a gardener is keeping up the 
place.' It was a sure sign of his extraordinary good humour 
that he succeeded in mentioning his gardener without im- 
mediately manifesting an intention of kicking him out of 
Villa Belvedere at some more or less remote period. . 
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'Tell me also if the Sant' Onofrios are satisfied with their 
quarters. And thank you again for troubling about Arduina. 
Keep a tight hand over her^ and if she is up to any tricks^ let 
me know. I probably shan't see her before I go^ especially if 
I start for Milan suddenly. Give her my love, and tell her I 
said she was to be good, to obey you, and to be thankful for the 
treat I am giving her in letting her go down to Frasso with 
you and your niece. It 's more than she deserves.' 

When he got to the door, with one foot in the hall and 
another still in Maria's sitting-room, he paused, hesitated. 

Finally he took his foot out of the ante-chamber, brought it 
close to the other, and turned, quite shyly. 

' Look here, Maria, it 's never too early to bep:in, and I want 
to get her off my mind,' apologetically, as if he were really 
asking too much of a human being this time. 

* If you could look about you a little, and help me see about 
getting the girl married^ you know, it wouldn't be half a 
bad johi' 
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So the 20th of June came upon Arduina almost unawares, the 
last of her school days. She awoke with a vague pain at the 
hearty and as she followed the diminished file of her school 
companions down the familiar corridor into the cool, half-dark 
chapel for early Mass, fully realising she would never more sit 
in her old place and seldom enter that chapel again, a knot of 
bitter thoughts gathered in her brain. It seemed to her not only 
that she would never kneel in that particular place, but that 
she would never pray again at all. It seemed too, absurdly 
enough, considering her age and circumstances, as if the great 
work she was to undertake must necessarily begin the very day 
slie was cast out on the hard world, and she felt as if the tide 
of a real struggle with elements too strong for her were already 
bearing her down ; as if she must needs hide her face in her 
hailds and think, think a little more before doing. 

After Mass and breakfast she said good-bye to her school- 
fellows. It was not pleasant, certainly; still it was not too 
painful ; the holidays had begun two days ago, nearly all the 
girls had gone home, and she was not a favourite with the few 
who had remained. The sharp wrench came when the 
Superior called her to her room and addressed to her the few 
last words of parting she generally gave to all her children as 
they left her. 

She made them a little less stereotyped for Arduina than for 
the rest of her flock. She had grown fond of the wayward girl 
and trembled for her. 

That woman, if she lacked the insight to see that Arduina 
was better gifted in all ways and her plan of foundation no 
schoolgirl piece of infatuation, had still a vast experience of 
warm, generous natures who had left the safe harbour of Santa 
Marta with flying colours and sails all proudly stretched to the 
wind, and had come back to her for comfort years after, with 
their flag dragging behind them and their canvas torn to 
ribbons. 

Arduina, she had told herself over and over again, though 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 103 

she had powers of resistance beyond the ordinary, was half- 
cracked, and proud as Lucifer ; therefore she would come to 
grief. 

If that small pupil of hers, with the flower-like eyes and the 
tiny, helpless-looking hands, had not possessed an individuality 
so strongly her own, and a will beyond all curbing but what she 
herself chose to exercise, she would very likely have used words 
of warning just the same — warning against perils they have 
never encountered and often know nothing about, is a strong 
point with most nuns — but she would not have taken so despon- 
dent a view of the case. In all probability, aware as she was 
of Arduina's desire to quit the world as soon as she could, she 
would merely have put her on her guard against allowing her- 
self to be carried away by the manifold duties of home and 
society life ; she would have told her to keep herself unspotted 
from the tainted breath of thoughts and aspirations worldly. 

It was different as it was. Here was a chit of a girl little 
more than seventeen, with a reputation in the past for mischief 
and insubordination, who had first been placed under her care 
because nothing could be done with her at home, and who now 
fancied herself destined to a high order of prayer and spiritual 
works because she had had her head turned by a few ascetic 
books she ought not to have read. Here was a child scoffing 
at institutions older than almost anything else in this hotbed, 
fungus sort of growth we call society, Ending none of them 
worthy of being graced with her presence, and proposing, in 
her aberration, to found a new religious Order by the side of 
the old Orders in general, by the side of the venerable com- 
munity of Santa Marta in particular ! You see, there was an 
implied if unspoken slight to ' Our Mother-General ' in this 
project. Could any one being initiated even a little in the 
spirit and the practice of the Order ever dream of founding 
anything after the august Creatrix of Santa Marta ! The idea 
was irreverent, if nothing else. 

And the child's pride was terrible, so that a great fall must 
be in store for her ; a fall — the nun was shrewd enough to draw 
that conclusion — that might bury her faith and every atom of 
good in her beneath its ruins. 

The need of reproof, therefore, was imperative, and Mother 
Agnes had sympathy for the impending fate of that young soul, 
though she had none for its projects, its hopes, or its peculiar 
necessities. 

As for Arduina, she had too long ago ceased to look for help 
or guidance from that quarter, and she was too much overcome 
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by the successive partings of the morning to even notice the 
exact words that were spoken to her. 

' Mother/ she almost gasped^ as she pressed the Superior s 
extended hand to her twitching lips, ' I have come to say — 
good-bye/ 

She could scarcely pronounce the word^ and fell on her knees 
beside the pale, stem woman, burying her face in the folds of 
her brown dress. The nun let her sob uninterrupted for a 
minute or two ; then she tried to raise her, and expostulated 
with her calmly, her voice by no means betraying the feeling 
some of her words contained : 

'Now, now, my child, you must not give way like this. 
Believe me, we are all very sorry to lose you, I especially, who 
have followed the workings of your heart more closely and have 
watched you with more care. I regret this decision of your 
father's to take you away from us just now; you, above all 
others, are not fit to guard yourself, not only from the tempta- 
tions that will beset you, but from the freaks and fancies of 
"your own imagination.' 

* I shall place myself under Monsignor Ferri's direction. I 
have seen him several times already.* 

'Oh!' said the Superior meditatively. 'But Monsignor 
Ferri, learned and most holy as he undoubtedly is, is scarcely 
the sort of man to understand and steady your character. Were 
you far advanced already in the ways of perfection, he would 
be the one to lead you to sublime heights ; as it is, I am afraid 
he only furthers instead of checking that most dangerous side 
of your character, the tendency to magnify everything that 
concerns you closely, and to let your powerful fancy get the 
better of your reason.' 

'I know what you refer to/ Arduina said rather quickly; 
'you think it foolish, childish, almost insolent of me to dream 
of becoming the founder of a religious order, because you sup- 
pose that I find in myself the qualities suited to such a task, 
because you are convinced I have chosen it as being the highest 
life I could well aspire to, and because the grandeur of it, the 
saintliness it presupposes, flatters my self-love. Is not that 
your opinion.'' And you are quite right to entertain it. Of 
course it must seem absurd to you that I should place myself 
by the side of Santa Teresa and St. Vincent of Paul' (the 
Superior winced at the omission of Our Mother-General), 'but 
I am firmly convinced the work you have laughed at wants 
doing, and with God's help I will do it. I know I shall be 
called mad — or perhaps they will not even bestow on me the 
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dignity of ancient^ well-mannered madness, but will set me 
down as being affected by some form of hysteria.' The nun 
started at the raw word. ' Why should 1 mind ? ' 

'You ought not to mind, of course, my child, if it were 
definitely ascertained that God wills you to do it. As it is, I 
cannot make out nhy you should think it is His will — nothing 
points to it. I could go the length of believing you have the 
germs of a serious vocation in you, though with some of the 
tendencies you have given proof of, even the admitting that 
much would be an imprudence ; but in that case why not begin 
by practising that first of religious virtues, humility, and humbly 
enter some already established sisterhood^ instead of finding 
nothing good enough for you ? ' 

Arduina barely listened. She was too much accustomed by 
now to that threadbare discussion to take over-much notice of 
the worn arguments brought against her. Still she answered : 

'We have gone over this same ground very often, mother, 
and to no purpose. Nothing will remove my belief that I was 
meant for religious life, and nothing will persuade me that 
I shall find what would make me happy in any existing 
community. My ideas on the subject are very clear, and 
Monsignore says not impracticable. Why not put them into 
execution ? There is no harm in it, and a great deal of good 
may come of it.' 

The Superior changed the subject somewhat abruptly. She 
was tired of Arduina and her Order. After all, she was a sub- 
versive element in the school ; it was well she was going. But 
Mother Agnes had still her neatly-prepared little homily to 
deliver ; it was getting late, so she made haste to get rid of 
both lecture and pupil. 

' Alas, my child, you have much to build up in your heart, 
and much to destroy. If you do not begin at once, the roots 
of self-love will be too firmly implanted for you ever to tear 
them out. Do you think a while of constructing, my poor 
girl, think of destroying yourself. Christ himself has set the 
example ; as St. Paul says : ' Exinanivil semetipsum, formam servi 
accipiens," ' 

* You are right, mother ; I am trying.' 

' But you must try hard and begin early ; otherwise you will 
build your house on sand. Remember your prayers, your daily 
reading. Do not come back to me from your summer's pleasures 
a gay little butterfly with nothing left of your hopes and your 
good desires. You have a debt of gratitude to pay yout Creator 
for the graces He has showered on you. Do not forget that* 
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^ Poor child ! The world will seem a very bright, happy 
place at first — remember it is all vanity and emptiness.' 

' I have suflTered from that emptiness too much already to be 
ever remarkably attracted by the glitter/ protested Arduina. 

'You are seventeen, my child, and I have seen more idle 
women of fashion than you think for grow out of the ardent 
future Carmelites, Sisters of Mercy, and founders of new Orders 
who took leave of me on their last day. If your aspirations 
really amount to anything, you must prepare yourself for a 
daily struggle in the shadow of obscurity. You are proud and 
you are weak; you must learn to consider yourself nobody 
before you can expect to receive in you special manifestations 
of divine grace.' 

'Via Crucis, Via Lucis, mother,' answered Arduina, with a 
slight smile. 

* Quite right,' assented the nun gravely. She was discon- 
certed, annoyed, by the girl's ease and self-possession. She 
would have Uked tears, timidity, some warm demonstrations of 
affection towards herself, hesitation ; anything rather than the 
steady calm, after those few quick sobs, that was lowly and yet 
sure of itself. 

A lay sister knocked at the door. 

' Madame de Simone has come to fetch Mademoiselle Arduina^ 
ma mere.' 

Maria had, in fact, come up from the sea-side a week or more 
ago — Gabriella had insisted on this — for the purpose of tak- 
ing Arduina out shopping herself; she had frocks to choose 
and one or two presentable hats, and countless little things 
that a boarder in a convent has never even heard of. Frasso 
was a gay place. And in spite of her monasticism, Arduina 
was delighted to spend the money wormed out of her father by 
Maria de Simone. She entered into the dress question, now 
arisen in her life for the first time, with great zest. 

At the sister's words, she took* one eager step forward, her 
face in a glow of excitement ; then she forced herself back into 
reserve, though the tears sprang to her eyes again. Two feel- 
ings were at war within her — a quickening, uncontrollable joy 
at her Archangel's nearness, and a pang of regret at leaving 
the place where she had thought and felt so long and so much. 

' Do not turn that child's head too,' were the last pleasing 
words of Mother Agnes as she watched her pupil cross the 
room. She was backward with her Hours, so she looked round 
for her breviary as soon as the door closed leaving her to 
herself again, and settled to her Office with a sigh. 
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That girl was full of pride — pride too of the most unhealthy 
sort! 

In the parlour Gabriella and her aunt were waiting for her. 
She held out her arms to her friend. 

' At last ! Gabriella^ my dearest !' But the Archangel was 
in no sentimental humour. 

'Your last frock came home this morning — the cool, lacy 
lilac one with a pale green sash. What taste you have 1 A 
regular artist you are!' Arduina had turned to Madame 
de Simone a little nervously, but too accustomed to the 
Archangel's frivolous moods to be more than just chilled. 

' It is very kind of you. Aunt Maria. I don't belong to you, 
and you have taken so much trouble for me ail my life. What 
can I do for you in return } ' 

' Be a good friend to u^y Gabriella. She is a madcap.' 

' It promises to be a jolly season,' the unangelic Archangel 
ran on as they moved from the parlour. 'And you are de- 
cidedly at your best in the way of looks, and your clothes are 
pretty. Oh, you will cut a dash down there ! ' 

'I hope you will enjoy yourself, dear,' said Maria, waxing 
loquacious in a sudden fit of tenderness. Arduina's existence 
up till now had been so Hke her own — smothered by the same 
man — that, ignore her as much as she could, there was a com- 
municating bond of sympathy between them. A bond of the 
strongest too — that of a common disappointment — the common, 
gradual discovery of clay feet to an idol, or what should have 
been an idol in the girl's case. 

^ It is time you saw a little of what pleasiure is like. I will 
take you everywhere. I have permission from Ang — your 
father, to treat you the same as Gabriella.' 

' He didn't know what he was saying when he allowed that,* 
cried the young monkey. * He could never picture to himself, 
even in his nightmares, how spoiled I am.' 

Arduina smiled and pressed her arm, answering the older 
lady with a glance only. She had no voice just at present to 
bestow on any one. They passed into the street. 

Next day, by the train that left Rome at a quarter to eleven, 
they started for Frassa 
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They had only an hour and a half to travel, a compartment all 
to themselves^ and very hot weather to do it in. Maria put 
her feet up comfortably and dozed at intervals. Arduina took 
her hat off and Gabriella made her put a newspaper round it^ 
it was so fresh and new, all white with the cloudy muslin and 
the great white poppies that were just fashionable. 

The Archangel was in high spirits. She had not had 
Arduina all to herself^ free from the restraint of long-eared 
convent halls, for a very long time, and she settled herself 
down to enjoy this earliest opportunity. True, her confidences 
were not so very alarming ; but what girl likes her little fads 
and secrets to be overheard } 

She was still deeply in love, by her own account, with the 
unresponsive sailor of last year ; and her friend's mere presence 
seemed to help her, to be a promise of better things for tlie 
future. Arduina took her so thoroughly in earnest, which 
other friends did not ; she sympathized so fully and, above all, 
so quietly, making just the fun of her that was essential to 
prevent her brooding. Then; she bore teasing as no one else 
did; she had the most original ideas about everything, from 
the arrangement of a ribbon upwards. She was amusing and 
she was interesting ; she was clever and she was good-natured. 
Gabriella had, moreover, the spoilt child's necessity of tyranniz- 
ing, and lording it over her aunt was not enough for her. 

Apart from the love she bore Arduina, which was great 
of its kind, she found her invaluable to her comfort and 
entertainment. 

* The Sant* Onofrios have been there for the last fortnight,' 
the Archangel began, tentatively. 

' I guessed as much,' retorted Arduina. 

'Why or how. J^' 

'Because your spirits would have been in a minor key if 
there had been no naval personage in the background. Besides, 
papa wrote to me when they settled about the Villa ; he told 
me they were the same people as last year, and that I was to 
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cultivate them as much as possible because they could prove 
highly useful to him/ 

This with some bitterness. 

' For ouce he has given you a pleasant task. I rarely met 
nicer people. You will find Laura quite your style. The 
captain — Prospero — ^you will like too, for my sake if not for his 
own ; though most women find him charming.' 
. ' I have been told that before/ 

' Don't cliafT. I mean he is very much liked, only he is not 
the sort of man you would take to ' 

* Fortunately, for your peace of mind ' 

* That 's why I said for my take. He is no genius ! ' with a 
little timid dubiousness. 

' How has he been behaving up till now ? ' 

' Oh, a little — worse, possibly, than last year. He remembers 
my existence every now and then, and comes up to me with 
his gleaming eyes — you know he has eyes that make you think 
a declaration at the very least is coming when they look into 
yours; instead of that, this is what one gets: "Have you 
bathed this . morning, . Signorina ? I did not see you in the 
water." Not very consoling when you were in the water, under 
his nose, all the time. Still, you think it may do as a be- 
ginning to conversation, and you think you have hooked him 
for a quarter of an hour. Nothing of the kind. The first 
thing you venture to say that is not monosyllabic, off goes his 
attention, goodness knows where. You can see his eyes roving 
in every direction but yours.' 

' Given to wool-gathering, it would seem,' observed Arduina, 
who had patiently listened to this and other peculiarities of 
Captain Onofrio's many dozens of times. 

' I shall deliver him over to you,' Gabriella said presently. 

'And if he objects to being delivered over.^ ' 

' That would be the last extremity. We needn't think of it 
just yet.' 

' And what am I to do with him when you have landed him 
on me ? ' 

' I am sure I don't know/ 

They both laughed out. 

' You might sing my praise^, and make him chatter/ 

' Neither hard jobs. It would be a difficulty if I were told 
not to sing your praise. As to talking, he is certainly a bad 
case if he won't chatter with me.' 

' I don't see that you talk so much.' 
. 'I do, though, a great deal more. than I ought.' Arduina's 
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mouth hardened. 'It is one of the things I want to look into 
this summer.' 

' That 's right ; get as unsociable as ever you can^ now you 
are going to be thrown among people. Make yourself 
thoroughly disagreeable, do.' 

*Jn medio consislU virtus !' 

' Oh, bother virtue ! Do you know, it is too hot to think of 
virtue ; I haven't said any prayers for a month. Wouldn't 
Mother Agnes give me up for a bad job ? ' 

' I can't say / feel very good either. There was a skirmish 
— the last, thank Heaven ! — with Mother Agnes yesterday 
morning. She fully expects I shall go to the unnameable one 
in no time now I am removed from her care and guidance. 
Poor mother, she seemed very anxious about me ! I know I 
am far from good, and I have the greatest possible want of 
faith in myself, yet I wonder why others distrust me so } ' 

'You are too pretty to strike one as good. You have so 
narrowly escaped having the fashionable copper hair and the 
yellow eyes always, in novels, belonging to the passionate, 
perfidious, irresistible woman, that your physique would be 
against you before a jury of saints.' 

Arduina laughed. 

' But Mother Agnes is hardly up to that class of literature.' 

' Still, she has reason to be anxious. You are a dangerous 
type ; you will have heaps of admirers, and when you have 
once tasted the sweets of flirtation, you will enjoy it vastly. 
Oh, look here!' — sitting bolt upright with an energy that: 
nearly awoke her aunt — ' the greatest fun in the world would 
be if you fell in love too ! ' 

' No doubt,* answered Arduina, laughing in spite of herself. 
' No doubt it would — for the spectators.' 

'Just try. It will give you something to fight against. You 
are fond of self-conquest ! ' 

^ Not quite so fond as you think. I would rather remain at 
my normal temperature, thanks. A love-affair just now would 
complicate matters.' 

' Rather ! ' with a chuckle. 

'And if ^ott find it too hot for virtue, I find it too hot for 
complications.' 

' There is an intellectual German at the new Hotel,' Gabriella 
continued mischievously. 

' You incarnation of nonsense ! When did I manifest a taste 
for intellectual Germans ? ' 

Both laughed again. They were merry that morning. 
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Arduina looked out of the window a moment at the flat 
cawpagna with here and there the ruins of a tower or the 
remains of an aqueduct. The hills of Albano were in front, 
not far off, with their silver-grey olives and green vines. The 
sunshine was too fierce, and Arduina was soon dazzled. She 
drew farther in and gazed at Gabriella, her eyes full of love. 

' It is too good to be together/ she said presently, ' and to 
have no fear of surprises or scenes or supper-bells driving us 
asunder. And it is good to be free ! I feel like a prisoner let 
loose, up to the wildest things.' 

'I should like to see you do something wild, just for a 
change.' 

'The capacity is not wanting, I think, nor the inclination 
either, sometimes. I could be very wicked indeed if I set to 
work, Gabriella.' 

'Don't believe it.' 

' That 's because you have not been in my inside for an hour 
or two.* 

' No, and I don't want to make the experiment. You have 
a most uneasy, tormenting inside. I wonder,' returning to her 
favourite theme, ' whether it would be easy to make you fall 
inlove.!*' 

' Me ? I think it would be hard work. It would have to be 
an immense, uncommon passion even to tempt me. An every- 
day amourette would seem too puny a thing to have in exchange 
for things that really satisfy heart and soul. Then, because I 
have too keen a perception of the comic side of events, my 
sarcasm would be up in arms, laughing at him, and at myself 
too, long before my heart had had time to be touched by a 
man's advances. It would be very difficult for me to take a 
certain order of things au grand serietix' 

* But supposing it did happen, what would you do } Tell me, 
just for the sake of argument. You might be caught unawares, 
you know.' 

* Well, there would be two cases — the first if my love was 
one-sided, the second if it was returned.' 

'A two-edged sword. What would you do in the first— m^ 
case }■ ' 

'Keep quiet, grin and bear it There wouldn't be much 
difficulty in this instance, because if lie proved hard as nails 
and insensible to my charms, I couldn't well do anything else.' 

' And if it were not one-sided ? If he one day came and told 
you he loved you, that you would spoil his life — all the things 
it appears they do say } ' 
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' I should do my best to put on a cold exterior and refuse 
him/ 
. ' Kindly but firmly. A hard programme/ 

'Yes; because if I love at all^ I go at it the right way, 
I assure you ! Look at the way I love you, who are only a 
friend, after all. I measure the cost of a sacrifice like that by 
what having to say no to a request of yours would mean to me. 
And now I shall have to give you up partly when the time for 
work comes. Do you know, I had nursed an idea that you 
would help me in the foundation; and when you told me 
about Prospero, and I saw that all your mind lay in another 
direction, given to things I did not care about, all my hopes 
and ])lans lost charm for months. I could not look at them 
with the same enthusiasm as before, and I kept saying to 
myself: "Leave it alone; be a Sister of Mercy, simply, and 
give up all thoughts of individual work." * ' 

'You are not of that opinion now? It would be a pity, 
yours is such a beautiful scheme. Have you any new ideas on 
the subject ? ' 

' None lately, but plenty of new worries. Monsignore does 
not look upon these plans of mine with as much favour as he 
used. He keeps harping on the same old string — that it may 
be a divine inspiration, but that we have no positive proof of 
its being so. That it may be also a vast fabrication of my own 
pride and vanity, the outcome of an inveterate desire in me 
to rule and guide and to be first and to do extraordinary things ; 
that in this case it must be given up. And if it were so, which 
I am trying to find out, he would be quite right.' 

Gabriella made an impatient movement and shrugged her 
shoulders. 

' If I were you, I would give up nothing at all but Monsignor 
Ferri himself. He has too low an opinion of any one's good- 
ness but his own.' 

' Hush ! I could not get along at all without him. You 
cannot know how difficult it is for me to keep to a resolve three 
days running; how I change with every wind; how 1 am 
all hope and energy to-day, and dull listlessness to-moiTow. 
Were it not for this weekly outpouring of all my doubts and 
all my weakness to one who has the sympathy to listen and 
the authority to help, twenty times already would I have 
swerved from the resolution of living the hardest life I can ; 
of making up to God by my redoubled love for the coldness 
and neglect. of others; of doing good, if possible, to sufferers 
around me/ 
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' Yet you told me once you had a sort of passion for monastic 
life as yoit imagined it to be/ 

* So I have, at times. But generally it is not so much that 
I am irresistibly drawn to it, as that every other seems to fall 
short of man's real aim, given the starting-point of our Creation 
and Redemption ; of course if you don't believe in God and in 
Christ, the whole thing loses its point. But if you allow for 
those two fundamental dogmas, any other life seems insufficient, 
unsatisfactory. My natural inclinations would lead me to a 
soft, luxurious, artistic life, full of ease and love, with a spice 
of excitement, and music and rare exotics filling up the picture. 
Such an existence cannot be had for the willing, and all one's 
days are likely to be a passionate race in pursuit of it. Better 
to veer right round and begin with what one must end with 
sooner or later — death. Death of what is not simple and direct, 
death of all that is not purely spiritual, death of the gross 
matter intervening between our souls and a clear vision of the 
only real beauty — God. I have studied myself; I know that 
I am given to extremes. I must either slip into something 
extravagant, thoughtless, profuse, into something perhaps even 
bad, or I must strive to be very good. Nothing half-and-half 
would ever satisfy me. Supposing I were rich, I should never 
be rich enough in proportion to my tastes ; clever, Jeted, it 
would be a constant cry for more ! More ! Loved ? I should 
fall against the barriers of an ordinary love and bleed to weari- 
ness. Unless I were the object of a real, almost an historic 
passion, such as women mostly give to men, but so seldom men 
to us, I should always be hungering for more love. Oh, better, 
when one has the disposition I have, to bravely give up once 
for all the expectation of earthly happiness and turn one's face 
to the Giver of the happiness we so long for. It is the only 
way of sparing oneself constant disappointment. There are 
no commonplaces in religion. By the side of this immense 
desire for real, substantial happiness, there subsists the longing 
foe* usefulness, for communication of one's deeper thoughts, for 
the raising of the general diapason to the level of what one 
has found so utterly satisfying. Thus you have my vocation, 
that seems to you such a mystery, explained in two words — 
a longing for infinite love, and a thirst for work and expansion. 

' Ah ! I will wear myself out in the struggle, or I will be a 
saint!' 

The colour had risen to her face, and the usual glint of her 
animated moments lit up her eyes. One or two short, nervous, 
characteristic gestures — ^the gestures that so startle Northern 
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correctness and reveal a Southern origin better than speech or 
accent — underlined some of her words. A radiation of warmth 
and beauty darted from her as from a luminous body. It is 
impossible^ by merely writing down her words, to give an idea 
of the fascination she could exercise^ the magnetism that eman- 
ated from her as she spoke^ when she abandoned her ordinary 
half-sad, half-pla3rful mannerisms of conversation. 

Gabriella drew back awed. 

' Go on/ she said ; ' I love to hear you talk, you make one feel 
so grand 1 ' 

^ I wish I talked less and did more,' replied the other bitterly.. 
* And I wish my instincts, when unrestrained, did not carry me 
so far out of my course. You don't know how I dread this first 
contact with the open world. If nature was already so hard 
to rule in there at Santa Marta, what will it be when other 
kinds of temptation arise? Sometimes I feel so strong, so 
centred in the full knowledge and acceptance of my duty, that 
I believe I shall have strength to resist all obstacles^ inward 
and outward. At other times I am so weak, I feel myself so 
ready to sink at the first smile of pleasures I have never tasted, 
that i doubt my remaining firm a day. Pray that I may find 
life in the world as unsatisfactory as heart and reason tell me 
it is now* 

She pointed to the radiant landscape: 'Some things are too 
lovely ; they put one all in a ferment That sky — the blue of 
it ! And the floods, the ocean, the orgy of sunshine ! ' 

She lay back on the cushions of her seat, with her hands 
behind her head, pressing forward her loose, billowy hair. 
Her pupils were dilated a little, the tiny perpendicular lines 
between her eyebrows were very visible, and there was some- 
thing strong about her lips that were so tender when she spoke. 
Presently she shook herself, as if to shift off her mind the 
weight o^ thoughts that were not over-pleasant 

' Give me some gossip/ she said, with a suspicion of command 
in her voice. * Put me up to all the Frasso news. Are the 
Carellis come ? Is Ludovica Donati there ? ' 
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Frasso was a very pretty place^ uniting the advantages of 
sea-side and country. There was a belt of warm, fine sand 
round the bay that faced Mount Circeo, and there were lanes 
and shady walks behind the white road that led from the station^ 
all along by the new villas^ to a quaint, dirty old town at the 
other point of the bay. It had two hotels — one, the Grand, 
right on the sand ; the other^ among the trees beyond the liigli- 
road. It had a bathing establishment, a municipal band that 
dinned well-known airs into the visitors' ears on Thursday and 
Sunday afternoons, and it managed to get up a disreputable 
caje-chantant in the height of the season. Otherwise, Frasso 
was primitive enough, even though its strides towards civilisa- 
tion from the days when Arduina's mother lived there in fretful 
solitude had been monstrous. There were two or three large 
villas belonging to the best Roman families — one with a large 
park attached to it, was open to visitors when permission to go 
over it was asked; and a beautifully finished Scotch-looking 
castle, perched in easy state on a tall rock, was the one original 
note that gave piquancy to the coast. But these were occupied 
only in spring and autumn ; in summer the very air of Frasso 
was bourgeois. Then, there were three or four secondary villas, 
large too, with half-tropical gardens round them. Of these^ 
the finest was Villa Belvedere. 

It was built facing the sea, witli its garden sloping in wide 
terraces to the beach. Just in front of the house the terrace 
broadened into a semi-circular shape overlooking the sea, and 
a perforated balustrade, green with creepers, ran round it. 
There was a ship's mast and cordage, besides a table and chairs 
in the centre. When Countess d'Erella had it put up, the 
aborigines thought she had gone mad and would do something 
dangerous next by way of a freak ; since she had left, nobody 
had known what ^o do with the nautical construction ; but 
when the Sant' Onofrios, who had a sailor in the family, took 
the house, they amused themselves with it and got Prospero 
to keep it in order. Now the national flag floated from the 
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mast always^ and on high clays and holidays a complete gala . 
of naval signals adorned each side. 

The property and the house^ being merely kept up to be let, 
were divided in two. The upper garden, that fronted the road, 
belonged to the top story ; and the rest of it, facing the sea, 
was reserved for the lower floor. But if the people who occu- 
pied the two parts of the house happened to be friends, as was 
the case with the Sant' Onofrios and the De Simones, no notice 
was taken of the division ; in fact it was the correct thing for 
the people up-stairs to come and roam about in the lower 
garden, which was so much cooler. There was a rocky fountain 
in it, with eight gold fish, to the right of the house, nestling 
in a bunch of enormous palms surrounded by evergreen oaks 
and acacias. And in the middle of the third terrace, also 
to the right of the house, the trees opened away and revealed 
a large space called the paddock, too tidy for a field, yet too 
unkempt for a lawn, that had shady seats all round it, hidden 
among the green, and a splendid fig-tree to the left, which was 
a favourite resort, in the hot hours, of those who scorned a nap. 

If the dwellers at Villa Belvedere had been foreigners or 
enterprising, they would have got up tennis, at the very least, 
in that auspicious paddock ; as it was, they let the grass grow 
at its own sweet will, so that the evening air was isaturated 
with a subtle odour of wild mint, sup^gestive of open country, 
that blended very sweetly with the keener smell of sea-weeds 
coming up from tlie beach. Once somebody kept a sheep 
there ; and often one of the numerous donkeys that patrolled 
the sands at night would push his way through the woebegone 
wooden gate leading to the sea and be found there in the 
morning. Sometimes the gardener drove him away and some- 
times he forgot, so that the rose-leaves and the tender youn^ 
bonlers would get bitten off. 

But people take their life easy in Frasso. 

Gabriella and Arduina stepped out on their balcony when 
lunch was over that same day. There was a great glare abroad 
of noon-day sun. 

' Come away,' said the younger girl, Mt is blinding out here.* 

But just then they heard a French window from below grind 
on its hinges as if some one were opening it, and presently a 
tall figure in a shady hat stood out like a blot on the terrace. 

' Gabriella I ' she cried. ' Come down with those silks if 
you have done. We are hard at work. Olga and Eugenia are 
come to help.' 

'AU right.' 
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The speaker from the terrace had not seen Arduina^ who had 
drawn back when she appeared. 

' Get your friend to come too. They are all anxious to see 
her/ 

On hearing this, Arduina would not stir. 

' Have you made me out to be a new kind of wild beast^ to 
be taken round for show ? ' 

But Gabriella pacified her^ and they went out together. 

* That was Laura, I suppose ? ' 

' Yes ; isn't she nice ? Though she isn't a bit like her brother.' 

' One may be nice, I imagine^ without resembling the mar- 
vellous Prospero ? ' 

'Tease!' cried the Archangel^ 'if it wasn't for the personal 
— well — discomfort it would cause me, 1 would give my two 
eyes for a week to see you his prey.' 

' You may safely make the wager, dearest ; my love is else- 
where.' 

They went round the garden^ choosing the shadiest paths. 
As they were going up the fine marble steps that led to the 
house, Gabriella turned, and^ shading her eyes^ gazed at the 
dull little port. 

' Look, Beauty, there, to the right of those first three fishing- 
boats, with a thin red streak just above water, that is Prosperous 
torpedo-boat — the 113th.' 

Inhere it was, a long, black, slender, shadowy thing, all trim 
and spruce in its dazzlingly white awnings. 

'I wonder why the funnel is all awry,' was all Arduina found 
to say. ' I should like to see it inside.' 

'Then ask him to take us over it ; Auntie will let us go with 
Laura, and that will mean at least two hours with him.' 

Arduina looked up at the Archangel and laughed. That 
laugh brought Laura to open the door for them. 

* I thought you were never coming,' she cried, extending 
a hand to Arduina without waiting for an introduction. ' G>me 
in.' 

The immense room which they entered seemed to Arduina 
full of people; she suddenly realized that she felt shy and 
wished herself up-stairs again. A bustle of greetings and 
introductions followed her arrival. 

'My friend Arduina — Commendatore and Madame Sant' 
Onofrio — Signora Carelli and Signora Veroli. The Signorina 
d'Erella — Captain Sant' Onofrio. Arduina, this is Laura.' 

She gave a general bow to the whole group. Presently they 
sat down, and Gabriella unfolded the embroidery silks she had 
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brought. Her acquisition seemed to absorb them all^ and while 
they were deep in the comparing of the new silks with a piece 
of work in a frame that stood in their midst^ Arduina looked 
round stealthily for Prospero — Prospero the hero, the ideal^ 
the nine days' wonder she had heard so much about. 

It was some time before she could get her eyes used to the 
darkness of the room — all rooms in Italy are darkened during 
the hot summer hours — after the glare of the sun ; but when 
she did, she found that Sant' Onofrio must be the man on 
the other side of the round table at which they were sitting. 

A man neither tall nor short, neither thin nor stout^ with 
a bronzed face — so bronzed as to produce, with his crisp black 
beard, his quiet black eyes, and his very black hair brushed 
back from a frank, clear forehead, a general impression of exceed- 
ing darkness. An interesting face, rather, wearing the sunniest, 
pleasantest smile imaginable at the precise moment wlien 
Arduina first looked at it. The smile brought to light a row 
of good, firm, close white teeth, like those of an honest-looking 
dog. The whole physiognomy bore traces of wilfulness and 
self-satisfaction ; it was not handsome, but it was attractive 
to a degree. His broad, shapely forehead got him credit for 
more intellect than he could boast of; his extremely winning 
smile made people take it for granted that he was good-nature 
itself; his soft eyes, very sweet and very deep, now half- 
roguish, now half-sad, earned him the reputation of a man 
with a story ; his extreme quiet and correctness of attitude, 
moreover, posed him as the gravest man alive. 

Arduina judged him pretty accurately at first sight : ' Nothing' 
much, but very pleasant.' 

They all stared at the girl more or less, Prospero too, from 
under his thick black eyebrows. It had been well impressed 
on all the de Simones' friends that the girl who was to spend 
the summer with them had only just left school, that she was 
more than half a nun already, and the mental vision con- 
sequently evoked by Frasso idlers was of a large, awkward 
girl, probably with uncared-for hands, and halting, disjointed 
sentences in the way of conversation. The mischievous 
Archangel had done nothing to alter the current expectation ; 
she was proud, even vain, of her friend as a part of herself; 
she foresaw that Beauty would be a successful rival for one 
or two youn«r women who had disturbed her own dreams 
in former pastimes, and she had promised herself vast amuse- 
ment from the discomfiture of some of her dear friends. 
So that the two personifications of Frasso gossip who had 
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lunched with the Sant' Onofrios, Olga Carelli and Eugenia 
Veroli (the fonner was Olga Carelli no longer, since she 
had married Turi, but they all called her so), were certainly 
not prepared for the well-dressed, rich-haired apparition, nor 
for the remarkable directness of the apparition's pale brown 
eyes, nor for the unmistakable self-possession of her ready 
hand-shake. 

After a second's scrutiny, Sant' Onofrio left his side of the 
table. He came and stood by her chair, and spoke to her. 
His voice was rather deep, with a touch of Neapolitan accent, 
but so very slight as to require a fastidious ear to even notice 
that it was an accent at all, and a still more fastidious one' to 
be annoyed by it. He said nothing very important — indeed 
his conversation was never of the most brilliant. 

' The Signorina has been to Frasso before } ' 

Sant' Onofrio was known to be the object of many a con- 
centrated passion, while he was impervious, it seemed, even 
to the possibility of a passing fancy; so it was perhaps to 
see how he would take to the new arrival, or to what extent 
the new arrival would be aware of his charms, that Eugenia 
Veroli fixed her eyes on them when Prospero approached 
Arduina. It was, perhaps, only because she was terribly 
conscious of Eugenia's staring at her that she stammered 
when she answered. 

' No — never — oh, yes — years ago, before my father took to 
letting the Villa — I used to be sent here with Miss Bell — my 
governess that was.' 

' Do you like the place ? * 

' I used to. I daresay I shall like it better this year. I am 
in more favourable conditions for enjoyment.' 

' Are you going into Frasso this afternoon ? ' 

' I don't think so. Is there any particular reason for going ? ' 

* Tremendous reasons. I have heard of a procession in view 
for to-morrow, which is a feast of the Madonna. Why, 
Signorina, you ought to know these things better than we 
poor heathens, you who come from the Temple.' 

Arduina leaned back in her chair. Decidedly it was very 
hot 

' I knew of the feast, but I didn't know of the procession.' 

'Nor is that all. We are going to have a tombola. You 
must come.' 

' I am in the hands of Madame de Simone.' 

' Which means you are in the bands of Miss Gabriella. Then 
you are sure to come/ 
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He seemed pleased at the prospect. 

'What is it they are so busy about?' inquired Arduina. 
All the women around her were chattering like a cageful of 
birds. 

'It is a piece of work the Carelli sisters are doing for 
their mother's feast-day in common with my sister. Some 
silks were not enough, and your friend undertook to match 
them in Rome. They are in a hurry, because they liave 
waited until the very last moment before setting to work in 
earnest.' 

' What is it meant to be ? ' 

'I don't know.' 

* And you don't much care ? ' 

' You are quick at reading thoughts, Signorina.' He pulled 
a low chair forward and sat down to talk more at his ease. He 
loved his ease. Arduina^ too, settled herself more comfortably ; 
a dialogue^ she soon found, is better than a general conversa- 
tion, just as a duet is a more agreeable piece of music than 
a chorus. 

It lasted^ this uninteresting duet, until there came a break 
in the others' conversation. Sant' Onofrio took no notice of 
the silence and went on with what he was saying ; this caused 
Gabriella to look up sharply ; she had never heard him make 
so long a speech before. And when she felt her friend's eyes 
upon her, without the shadow of a reason there came the 
slightest suspicion of a blush into Arduina's cheeks, which had 
paled beyond their wont with the excessive heat. She glanced 
round uneasily ; there was a quarter of a second's awkwardness^ 
no one knew why, then Gabriella rose. 

' Well, I 'm sorry to leave you, especially as you are going to 
be so busy — but I suppose Auntie will be wondering what has 
become of us.' 

Arduina rose too. The others clamoured. 

'Leave us when we have so much to do, and two days 
to do it in! It's all nonsense about your aunt; you want 
to go to bed^ you lazy thing. Signorina d'Erella, make her 
stay.' 

'I should have to fetch my work-things.' She was in 
reality anxious to get away, but Arduina thought she wanted 
to remain, and only objected to the tramp up to her own 
quarters in the sun. 

'It will be great fun, working together. I'll run up and 
tell Aunt, Archangel, and fetch your things — ^mine ^8 welj— ^ 
may I help too ? ' turning to Lai^^ 
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Before any one could stir^ she had left the room by the 
French window. 

' She is charming ! exclaimed young Signora Veroli. ' Mind/ 
in a lower tone, * she does not prove too charming for you/ 

Tact and Eugenia were never on speaking terms. 

Gabriel la turned away, forcing a smile, her blue eyes dark 
with anger. 

'I expected to see quite a child, from your description,' 
said Prospero, with a shade of unconscious reproach in his 
voice. 

'But instead of discussing the Signorina,' put in the fat 
Commendatore, ' it would have been much more to the point 
to have saved her this long walk in the sun and have sent 
up a maid with the message.' 

' Why, yes^ Marietta can go ! ' cried Laura, running to a 
passage door and calling. 

'I shall still be in time to stop her,' said Gabriella, who 
seemed on pins and needles. 

* No, Prospero can go,' said the elder Sant' Onofrio. He 
knew his son was lazy, and delighted in seeing him given 
errands that he could not shirk. So he took Gabriella's hand 
to prevent her moving, and turned round to order off his 
probably unwilling son. 

But Prospero, for a wonder, had gone of his own accord. 

Arduina had walked up the sloping garden at a good pace, 
so that she had nearly reached Signora de Simone's part of the 
villa when Sant' Onofrio overtook her. When she heard him 
hurrying up behind, a senseless, a mad beating of the heart 
almost swept her breath away. Of course it could only be 
a gardener, or some other such legitimate person, yet how 
intensely disagreeable it was, this sound of quick steps follow- 
ing her ! 

She paused for breath a moment, and her pursuer came up 
with his errand. So she turned back with him and re-crossed 
the garden by the captain's side. Both searched their brains 
for some commonplace remark that would break the silence 
and place them on an easier footing ; neither succeeded very 
well. 

*How hot it is!' Arduina observed; and Sant' Onofrio 
answered : 

'What else can one expect in this month, at this hour? 
I am sorry you had gone so far before I could overtake you.' 

They reached the oval terrace in front of the big house. The 
gala of bright little signal flags was fluttering in the heavy 
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breeze. Arduina turned with a question on her lips^ and there, 
in the full blaze of the intoxicating July sun, she met Prospero's 
eyes for the first time. She was not very strong, and the heat 
must have been too much for her brain; a dizzy feeling of 
blind helplessness and indefinite longing, ending somewhere 
round her heart in a thud of indescribable pleasure, passed 
lazily through her frame. 

She pulled herself together angrily. This was shyness pushed 
to the verge of absurdity; she must conquer the ridiculous 
feeling, must speak. So she forced the words she had meant 
to utter before, through her lips which had remained half-parted 
all the time. 

' Why have you got all your flags out to-day } To-morrow is 
festal' 

'Gabriella asked me to put them up on the 21st in your 
honour when she left for Rome to fetch you. 

'So you see, to-day is festa too, because ^ok have come.' 

The blood invaded her cheeks, slowly at first, then in a hot 
glare of crimson, bursting like a ripe fruit, all over her face, up 
to her brow. 

Slie fled into the house, making, as she pulled open the heavy 
green shutters, quite an unnecessary rattle. 

Anger with herself made her silent nearly the whole after- 
noon. She had expected to be uneasy with so many strangers 
around her, but never so shy as all this. 

Laura Sant' Onofrio watdied her. 
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Frasso wore a Sunday look, despite its being the middle of the 
week and only the eve of a fesla. It was all owing to the pro- 
cession and the tombola. The Piazza was animated by the 
presence of three bands — the local one, one that had come 
from Albano, and the Frascati one. The Frasso musicians were 
playing Lohengrin's 'Wedding March ' when the Villa Belvedere 
people arrived in the town. 

Arduina was tired with the hot journey ; tired already with 
the constant, meaningless jabber that went on among the girls 
and the young women around her. She could not yet under- 
stand their standing jokes ; their witty allusions were Greek to 
her ; there was no getting at Gabriella, who was always sur- 
rounded ; 80 that she necessarily fell back for company on the 
only quiet member of the party, Prospero. She asked him a 
question or two about the torpedo-boat and about the people 
they met whom he appeared to know ; and he begged her to 
give him (iv^ numbers for his tombola ticket. There were two 
or three clerks stationed round the Piazza, at little tables, 
selling their tickets. Up against what was pompously called 
the Palace of the Municipality there was fixed a large black- 
board divided into squares where the ninety-nine numbers 
would appear^ extracted from the urn^ standing ready on the 
balcony, by a little boy. Everybody was buying tickets and 
having numbers written down on them ; the upper class on no 
principle but the fancy of the moment; the fishermen and their 
wives according to fixed interpretations of their various dreams. 
Thus, a dear old boatman who was nearly ninety took as one of 
his numbers 77, because he had seen a pair of women's legs in 
his sleep. And his wife took l6 because she had dreamt of a 
naked child. The tombola was a high one, and whoever's 
numbers came out first would win three hundred francs. There 
was a great stir among the poorer inhabitants of Frasso. 

People had come from Rome, two thousand of them, and had 
eaten and got excited at every tavern in the place. There was 
an indescribable collection of last year s hats, of blouses made 

Digitized by VJ^OQ IC 



124 FIA LUCIS 

out of old skirts, of gowns lengthened by a piece of coarse 
insertion. There were fathers, mothers, elder daughters with 
their spare, ill-fed looking aspirants ; young girls with draggle- 
tail frocks, wet-nurses and babies. Dotted about, here and 
there, a group of well-dressed people from the villas and hotels 
kept aloof from the rest, and from each other, too, very often, 
in a way that struck Arduina's ready eyes and amused her. 
Ten or twelve officers stood at one of the cafSs in judgment 
over the women that passed, and two rival ice-makers, Neapoli- 
tan strollers both of them, shouted out the merits of their own 
peculiar delicacy, a sort of white pulp, whose only advantage 
consisted in its cooling properties. Otherwise its flavour of lemon 
was very faint, fainter by far than its suggestion of ditch-water. 
Aniello's was the best pappina — old and young children liked 
it ; and, all things considered, it agreed with them just as well 
as the more expensive cream and strawberry ices to be found at 
the cqfiis. 

The sailor and his wife were abroad. The two doctors and 
their vulgarly pretty wives were abroad too — their wives 
especially. The port inspector went about rejoicing in a white 
linen uniform, trying to palm himself off as a naval officer in 
undress. His cap was essentially nautical, and he had had his 
suit fashioned after one of Captain Sant* Onofrio's. It only 
annoyed the worthy employ^ that he could not by any manner 
of ingenuity find a way of legally wearing stripes on his sleeve. 
His wife, who had once been pretty, and who still thought she 
was more than attractive, was looking out for some enjoyable 
occupation. Two young men from the Grand Hotel kept her 
particularly wide awake. The whole square was encumbered 
with poles and treacherous bars prepared for the morrow's fire- 
works. And the fishermen in their wooden shoes clumped 
across the flints, treading on the tails of the innumerable dogs ; 
the fishwives looked round and above them for scandal; the 
half-naked children belonging to them fought and squealed, 
and swore if they were big enough, running the risk of being 
trampled every now and then by the many carriages tliat 
rushed to and fro, drawn by horses that seemed just as tipsy as 
their drivers. 

When Prospero came to ask Arduina for his ^ve numbers, she 
greeted him with more spontaneous effusion than she was aware 
of. She was so relieved at being spoken to ! 

' Put 1, IS, 11, SI, S. They are sure to win,' 

He dictated them, without questioning her choice, to the 
clerk who sold tickets. When it was done, he turned to her 
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and asked her why she had given him those numbers in par- 
ticular. 

'I made them up out of 113, the number of your torpedo- 
boat.' 

* What makes you think they will always win ? ' 

Her companions, with characteristic politeness, had closed in 
a sort of irregular circle, leaving her outside. And Gabriella, 
who might have looked after her, bent on the fruitless task of 
making Prospero jealous, was flirting ostentatiously with two 
young artillery officers from the camp, who had joined them at 
once. Prospero had made his sister stand aside on purpose to 
reach the forlorn little stranger, and she was so gratified that 
she made herself more than usually amiable. 

' What makes you think these cabalistic numbers will always 
win ? ' he said again. ' Or did you put in that phrase just for 
the purpose of being polite ? ' 

' 1 am afraid that was it,' was her laughing rejoinder. 

'Will you come and see the lldth then, and so get a more 
accurate idea of her fighting and winning powers ? ' 

' I can come and see, but I doubt my being any the wiser.' 

' Seriously, I want you to come on board. Have you seen a 
torpedo-boat before ? ' 

' No — I have been about so little — and they don't keep men- 
of-war in convents. Seriously I should like to come.' 

' When will you come } ' 

Arduina had received orders from the Archangel to first pro- 
voke and then heartily approve of any such proposal. 

'To-morrow,' she answered promptly. 'That is,' fearing she 
had overdone it, ' if Madame de Simone cares to come.' 

'Which means, if Gabriella cares to come. I don't think 
there will be any difficulty from that quarter.' 

Arduina looked up to see just how much he meant, and he 
looked down, rather ashamed of his words, to see how much she 
had understood. She met his glance half-way, and turned her 
own elsewhere. 

They stayed a little longer side by side, saying one or two 
absurdly insignificant things ; most of the time, however, they 
said nothing. 

A great cheering and hissing combined woke them out of their 
half-drowsy condition — the tombola had been won by a porter 
from the station. 

' I was only just beginning to look after my numbers ! ' cried 
Arduina, surprised. ' How came it to an end so soon ? ' 

' / wasn't thinking of the tombola at all,' answered the man 
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abruptly. And he left her side. She wondered what had 
made him cross. It must Iiave been Gabriella's airs and graces 
with those two. It was a good sign, if her carrying on with 
other men made him so mad. ' I must tell her all about it — ^it 
will please her. I do believe he is a little in love with her, 
only she is modest and won't see it.' 

So she edged round to the Archangel and spoke to her in 
English, telling her of Prospero's invitation^ his silence and 
moodiness during the tombola, his final brusqueness* 

Gabriella was triumphant. 

Amid a thunder of shots, bells, and vociferations, the pro- 
cession issued from the church. When it actually appeared, 
however, there was a lull in the noise and the men bared their 
heads. 

First, a man in a white calico frock with a red cape emerged 
on the Piazza, bearing an immense wooden cross garlanded with 
ivy. He was followed by two long lines of men belonging to 
the confraternity, hideous in brown and white. Then came the 
school-girls, with their white dresses and veils, and their eyes 
cast down. Most of the faces, not being used to wearing their 
eyes cast down, looked nothing but hyp>ocritical. 

Two long, bright lamps followed, doing honour to the statue 
of Saint Anthony ; not the celebrated Saint Anthony who had 
such unwarrantable pets and such fascinating temptations in 
his desert life, but another, a Franciscan, patron of Frasso 
Church. Six little girls, not much more than babies, came 
next, with wings made of blue muslin mounted on wire, to 
represent angels ; then a little boy trotted along, wrapped in a 
lamb's skin, with a tiny barrel hanging from one shoulder. He 
was meant for St. John the Baptist. Three old women 
followed, the deaconesses of a female confraternity. These 
wore the local costume of red satin and gold lace, so picturesque, 
and getting every day more rare. And lastly, behind the chant- 
ing priests, the miraculous image of the Madonna riding a 
sea-monster appeared, dark with age, borne on the stout, lazy 
shoulders of six more red-caped men. 

A silence almost tangible after the general uproar followed 
the procession. In itself, it held a middle place between the 
quaint and the grotesque. But it seemed to carry along with 
it the faith of a^es and the hope of a million simple hearts. 
The bells clanged from the belfry as if they would never stop ; 
and the priests mumbled, rolling their eyes about, without 
even a semblance of devotion. Only the women knelt as the 
wonder-working Madonna passed. And only women, poor 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 127 

things^ will continue to kneel in their pain and unconscious 
hankering after greater justice long after sensible, successful 
men in all countries shall have put down processions^ abolished 
symbols, and smothered prayer. 

The Sant' Onofrios went down on the beach to see the effect 
of the lighted tapers winding along the port in the gathering 
dusk. They twinkled like stars and were reflected in the dark 
water, between the brown hulls of the fishing-boats. The 
half-moon that had just risen looked pale^ but ail the sweeter 
for her pallor, in the flare of the torchlight. 

No one had spoken to Arduina since they left the Piazza. 
Again Prospero took pity on her and made her talk. 

' How do you like it all } ' 

' It looks weird among all those masts.' 

' It has already turned ; soon the houses will have hidden it 
all. It has been a very nice procession.' 

'Yes.' 

A terrible feeling as of home-sickness passed over her. Yet 
it could not have been that, for she had no real home to cry 
for. Captain Sant' Onofrio too seemed uneasy. He uttered a 
deep sigh before speaking again. 

'It is a pity that nice things and beautiful things should 
be over so soon ! I don't know that there was anything 
particularly interesting in this Jesta^ yet I am sorry to have 
to go home. I did not even win the tombola ! ' with a poor 
attempt at banter. 

'You will be successful in love, since you are unfortunate in 
play.' 

' Unfortunate in both, Signorina. You will find out as you 
grow older that we are rarely unlucky in only one thing.' 

They had turned homewards. 

The far-away band from the pier began Lohengrin's 
* Wedding March' all over again. In her usual senseless 
fashion^ Arduina felt her lips tremble, and a great, foolish sob 
very nearly broke up from her throat 
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Between ten and one o'clock on summer mornings, it was very 
pretty and amusing too down on the Frasso beach. Every 
iamily had its gaily-painted bathing-cabin, with an awning 
over the front, where people sat and talked, or worked, or 
read. Some two or three of these box-like erections were 
favourite centres of conversation and gossip ; friends from the 
other cabins gathered there and formed little groups of 
animated or languid talkers, according to the temperature and 
the subject in hand ; interrupted now and then by the passage 
to or from the sea of the bathers in their long, shaggy white 
wraps, with a hood, and a cord round the waist — a costume in 
which some lingered all the morning, stretched on the fiercely 
hot sand or splashing about by the water's edge. 

A swarm of children ran about with their spades and pails, 
making treacherous holes in the sand and building castles that 
the unwary stepped on or the waves washed away in a few 
minutes when the tide rose, not knowing, poor little things, 
how symbolic their play was of their elders* labour. 

The Sant' Onofrio's cabin was a great centre of attraction. 
Nearly every one on that side of the bay paid a visit there in the 
course of the morning, generally with a bit of news for discussion. 

The morning after Arduina's arrival was one of the gayest of 
the young season. 

Those who had already been introduced to the De Simones' 
new guest were anxious to see her again, and those who had 
not had the pleasure of making her acquaintance had heard 
enough about her to be more than ordinarily curious. 

There were two recognised beauties on that shore, Olga 
Carelli and I-udovica Donati, this last of the classical, correct, 
the other of the irrepressible, type. Most of their admirers 
and some of their critics came that morning on a reconnoitring 
tour to the Sant' Onofrio's cabin, which was shared by Madame 
de Simone, consequently by her charge. The inspection was 
all the more interesting from rumours of the sedate captain's 
marked attentions being already afloat, 
us 
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There was almost a hush when Arduina, later than all the 
other inhabitants of the Villa Belvedere^ crossed the sand to 
where Gabriella had told her the cabin stood. Had she timed 
her arrival so as to create a sensation, she could not have done 
so better. Signora de Simone was tired^ and did not intend 
coming down. Laura and Gabriella were in the water. Signora 
Sant' Onofrio, ensconced in a corner-seat, was busy talking. 
Arduina greeted the several people she knew, and, sitting 
down, drew out some work she had brought Yet she could 
not settle to tliat embroidery. Something was missing. It 
could not be her thimble, nor her needles and thread, nor her 
scissors. What was it ? 

She soon forsook her work, and, rising, went to the water's 
edge. Her friends were bathing very close to the shore, so 
that she could speak to them from where she stood. She 
asked Laura if the water was cold. 

A shadow by her side caused her to look up. Prospero 
Sant' Onofrio was there. 

' How have you slept after yesterday's exertions ? ' he asked 
pleasantly as he held out his firm brown hand. 

Swiftly the memory of her uncomfortable bed, her leaden 
sheets and broken rest, came back to her, and she blushed 
very vividly. 

Sant' Onofrio glanced at her rather keenly, as if he wondered 
what the quick blush meant — shyness, or what ? 

She retraced her steps to the cabin, to find the little platform 
already so crowded that she could not have attempted going 
up on it without disturbing every one. She made the best of 
things, and sat down by tiie side of it, in the shade. Prospero 
followed her, stopped where she stopped, and leaned against 
the wooden wall. She did not feel so restless now, and drew 
out her work again ; there was nothing missing this time, for 
she settled down to it very steadily. 

Sant* Onofrio watched the frail little fingers that held the 
needle so daintily. They were closing round his throat, those 
little fingers, if he had but known. 

* It is a wonderfully pretty work you are doing,' he said, 
- ' Do you think so ? ' 

'It is Venetian lace, isn't it?' he went on, with the pro- 
ficiency of a man who has sisters. 

'Something like it' 

' It must be very difficult ?' 

' Only a question of patience/ 

' It is absorbing, then, for it makes your answers so short.' 
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' No, it is not absorbing.' 

' What is, then ? Your thoughts ? ' 

' Perhaps/ 

*What are you thinking of?' 

She resented the question as she had every right to do, and 
gave him a quiet glance that did not, however, quell him. It 
took a great deal to quell Sant' Onofrio. 

'Can I not be told?' 

There was a mixture of irony and entreaty in his voice. 

' No,' she answered seriously. 

< Do tell me,' he insisted, growing serious too. 

He moved and she looked up at him. Why was it that she 
felt 80 weak and unnerved just then ? Why did the answering 
again in a dignified way, the not doing, in a word, what he 
asked of her, seem a thing impossible, too hard to be got 
through ? \ 

'Life has just begun for me. Captain; I find many thing^ 
around me that have to be thought out.' 

Metaphysics and psychology were nothing to that nu^i. 
But he liked conversation, and, what was more to the pur|K>^, 
he liked the girl. '' 

'Most people generally do,' he said, 'when they fir^t start. 
But young ladies find their skein unravelled for taem hy 
others, as a rule.' | 

' Or tangled worse than Providence meant it to be.' 

He gave her a short, quick glance. What was tht matter 
with her? Was she in trouble? In love? A sbasm of 
something or other twitched across his heart at thw^latter 
hypothesis. He did not appreciate the idea of her being in 
love, and he had been too wayward all his life to stdn and 
consider why the notion should thus chill all the intere^ |ie 
felt in her, dull the pleasure he had been deriving from vier 
presence. But he determined to find out whether it had any 
foundation. 

' What particular reason can you have to speak in this way ? ' 
he began tentatively. 

Her head fell a little lower over her work. He noticed how 
thick and wild her hair was. \ 

'My childhood has not been exactly like other people's/ 
she murmured unsteadily. 

' Ah ! ' he said, ' I understand ! ' his own voice was not veiy 
limpid as he went on. 'We have been in the same circum- 
stances, you and I ; it is sad to have had no mother — ^sadjer 
stQl for a woman.' 
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She was flurried, and only parts of his speech came to her 
distinctly ; she guessed he had said something about her 
mother^ but it was the ' you and I ' that struck her and that 
she remembered. 

'But then/ he added, trying to take a lighter tone, 'I 
suppose you have been terribly spoiled by your father.' 

She did not expect this^ and it so grated on that one ever- 
sore heartstring of hers that pain forced her through all 
reserve ; she dropped her work and clenched her hands over 
one knee. The cabins, the port, the villas grew hazy before 
her eyes, the heads of the bathers looking like black dots 
dancing on a suddenly darkened sea; the screams of the 
children, the laughter, the nonsense just beside her among the 
Sant' Onofrios' party seemed to come from miles away. 

'Please, another time. Captain,' burst from her stormily, 
' avoid speaking in that benign connoisseur fashion of things you 
know nothing about.' Then she got up and joined her friends, 
in terror lest he had made her cry, lest she should break into a 
sob before she could stop herself. 

The morning passed pleasantly enough. More people were 
introduced to her, and she brought the sparkle of so new and 
fresh a wit into her unaffected conversation, that the whole 
beadi seemed enlivened and uplifted. There was hardly any 
gossip that forenoon. And the women envied her the clever 
things she could say, so that they were in self-defence bound 
to find fault with her stature. She was altogether too small, 
they said. When they saw two or three of the nicest men 
grouping round her chair as if they enjoyed it, they increased 
their fortifications and sallied forth to attack her face. Nose 
and chin were shai-p, they whispered. Then, suddenly, 
Arduina would turn on the group of critics with a smile of her 
brown eyes where the embers smouldered, and say something 
— anything. They did not know why, but they could not help 
finding her lovely again. 

Sant' Onofrio did not speak to her much more. He wandered 
round and round with his mouth twisted and his eyes screwed 
up in a way that might have been interpreted as a constant 
smile, or as a grimace because of the sun's getting into his 
eyes. 

Two or three times Ludovica Donati said something for his 
especial benefit, and he would only grin« Once, too, he 
snapped at Laura. 

Then he declared it was too hot to be borne, and by way of 
cooling himself, steamed away towards the town to inquire 
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after the mail. He was expecting letters from the Admiralty, 
he said. 

'Have you received orders to leave us?' bewitching Olga 
inquired of him when he returned. The first thing that 
tumbled into his head was the answer he gave — and it hap- 
pened to be inappropriate. 

' 1 hope so/ he said cordially. 

It was the climax to his morning's iniquities. He took 
himself off after that — and it was the best thing he could do. 
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SiGNORA Adele Sant' Onofrio^ Laura^ Arduina^ and Gabriella^ 
with the younger Sant' Onofrios making themselves objection- 
able by being everywhere save in their right place, invaded the 
torpedo-boat that afternoon. 

They had all been there so many times that there was 
nothing new for them to see, so they established themselves 
on deck, while the commander took Arduina over his ship. 
Poor Gabriella, who had brought about this expedition for the 
purpose of being with Arduina wherever Prospero should be 
her squire, was taken possession of by Madame Sant' Onofrio. 
Madame Sant' Onofrio was one of those people that cannot be 
shaken off. 

Arduina was spared not one bit of machinery, not one minor 
arrangement; and, what was stranger, considering the un- 
congenial theme, she did not want to be spared anything. 
Moreover she did not make silly remarks nor go into absurd 
raptures, nor look bored; Prospero, who was used to young 
lady visitors, noted it all and found that he was enjoying 
himself. 

Down in his own cabin, close to the tiny stove that was lit 
in winter, stood a diminutive book-case. And oh the walls 
were several photographs of his family. There were also some 
female portraits that were distinctly not of his family. One of 
Laura, however, and the children stood in evidence ; then the 
children alone ; farther on, a group taken many years ago. 

' Is Laura here ? ' Anluina asked. 

* Yes,' said her guide, ' right in the middle. She has altered 
very much since then.' 

' And who is this with her hat in her hand ? Such a pretty 
face!' 

'That is the Signorina Monaldi.' 

' Bianca Monaldi ? ' 

' Yes.' Sant' Onofrio spoke abruptly. 

Everybody seemed to know the story of his first love, and 
though he no longer cared a straw about it, he was in terror 
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lest this girl too should look up at him archly, or giggle, or 
' ahem ' a malicious little cough. It would have annoyed him 
more than usual had this particular woman simpered or looked 
knowing. But she did not ; she gave him back the portrait with- 
out a word or look. So greatly relieved was he that he sighed. 

* I was a good deal younger than I am now.' 

^ Would you like that time to come back ?' she said, looking him 
full in the face. Her eyes were braver to-day, and he noticed 
their soilness, their characteristic sympathy, their latent flame. 

* No/ he answered ; ' on account of what followed.' 
' Poor thing ! ' she said. 

I can find no more exact translation of the gentle Paverino 1 

Had she known that others had tried to get him on the 
subject of Bianca Monaldi and had received meaningless stares 
for their pains, she would have been surprised — pleased, per- 
haps, since it was the business of her life that people in pain 
should go to her. 

We must not exaggerate matters, however. Sant' Onofrio 
was not in pain. He had suffered unbearably at the time ; but 
it was all forgotten now, all but the tenderness of the scar 
before the skin has become quite tough. 

Arduina looked about her a little more. She didn't want 
to go away. But just as she made this discovery, she made 
another too, that she had been a long time alone with the 
captain. What would the others say } A nervous dread of the 
kind of chaff she had already found out to be current among 
the Frasso people, even more than the fear of impropriety, 
hurried her up the dark, narrow stairs. She stumbled, of 
course, as people generally do when their haste is uncalled for 
or immoderate, and grasped at something that was sticky with 
tar and oil. 

She had no gloves on, and she rued having followed 
Gabriella's advice of putting them in her pocket instead of on 
her hands. 

' Signorina, Signorina ! What have you done to yourself? ' 

' Oh, I am all right ! ' she cried as she emerged out of the 
gloom. ' But look, I bear traces of the lower regions,' she 
continued, facing round and holding up her hands. ' See what 
a nice mess I am in ! What a nasty, rude ship ! I shan't 
come again !' 

' What a volley ! I shan't ask you to come if you abuse me 
so. Now you must come down again to wash your hands.' 

Her friends were very well employed talking among them- 
selves; they had been joined by Ludovica Donati with her 
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little boy. Gabriella^ under cover of taking the child round to 
see things^ was wandering about at the other end, in hopes of 
meeting Arduina, and so was not there to be annoyed at her 
second disappearance with the captain. 

* You must put up with the lower regions for five minutes 
longer. Let me go first. Take care you don't knock your 
forehead ; the deck is so very low here. Give me your hand. 
Never mind/ as she hesitated on account of its blackness ; and 
he took it almost by force. She would not have come to any 
harm for his holding it a little less tightly. 

How few those steps seemed, this second time ! 

He took her to his Lilliputian dressing-room and left her 
there, with everything she could want within reach. When 
she had scrubbed to her heart's content, however, she found 
herself in an awkward predicament ; no towel was to be seen. 
She thought of her handkerchief, but she could not search for 
her pocket, hidden away in the back folds of her flimsy dress, 
with those dripping hands. 

* Captain ! ' she called timidly. And she heartily wished 
herself out of the business. He answered her summons in 
person. 

* Your deed of charity is not ended yet,' she said, stretching 
out her wet fingers. 

' Oh, pardon ! ' he cried. ' How unpardonable of me ! ' 

Then he fetched her a towel, and before she had time to 
recover from the surprise his action caused her, to decide that 
she ought to have drawn them away, to grow warm over the 
consideration that it was fearfully improper, he had caught 
hold of her little bird-like hands and had dried them for her. 
When it was done, he hurried her away and up on deck, both 
more than half-ashamed of themselves. 

The first sound that met her as she stepped on deck again 
was that of the parish bell striking the hour. It took her back 
to Santa Marta, to the last day she had spent there. Forty- 
eight hours before, exactly, she had been kneeling at benediction. 

' God,' had been her prayer, and she remembered the words 
very distinctly, ' I am going away from here among people who 
neither know nor love Thee. Do not forsake me ! May I do 
nothing that is not to Thy greater glory ; listen to no word 
and think no thought that may shake my only hope and 
purpose in life — to have no love but Thee, my Saviour, my 
Joy, my All.* 

She sighed, and a creeping sadness stole away the buoyancy 
from her soul, the new colour from her cheeks. 
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She had done nothing wrong, assuredly ; but already there 
were looks, words^ thoughts, thoughts, thoughts above all that 
she would recall if she could. Was it consistent with herself^ 
this standing in a half-dark cabin having her hands dried by a 
young captain of the Royal Navy ? Was there any sense in it ? 

Yet she could have forgiven herself the bare act. What she 
could not get over was the perverse pleasure she had felt ; the 
limpness, as of fatigue and disappointment, that wearied her 
now the little incident was over — over, she caught herself 
thinking, so soon. 

She could have hated herself. 

Gabriella attacked her in English as they were leaving the 
torpedo-boat : 

' You have a nice way of managing things, I must say ! Then 
you profess to despise flirtation ! Where would the limit be if 
you appreciated it, I wonder? Of course Mother Agnes was 
anxious ; she could see through you ! ' 

Arduina, feeling guilty, stooped to clear herself. 

^ My dear Archangel, what would you have had me do ? I 
said, *' Gabriella, come with us," when we first started to see 
over the boat; and Madame Sant' Onofrio said, "Oh, don't 
leave us ! " I dangled round the funnel, hoping you would get 
free. Again, when I was having the qompass explained to me, 
I proposed calling you, and Sant' Onofrio answered, " Oh, she 
has seen it all so many times I am sure she would rather be 
spared," ' 

' Of course you can do no wrong ; I know that of old.' 

' Listen to reason. If he had wanted you, he had plenty of 
opportunities of getting you to join us. I don't think you oovld 
have come without losing a shade of your dignity. I don't 
want to hurt your feelings, but you might as well know, I have 
heard it said already that you run after him; and I haven't 
been here many hours.' 

' The old rigmarole ! I don't see what was the good of say- 
ing that You are so sure of being wanted yourself that you 
can afford to ignore the feelings of who is not.' 

Arduina was stalking into one of her famous tempers of years 
ago. He eyes shook off the ashes that covered up the fire in 
them at this unkind fanning, and glowed. Sant' Onofrio, who 
was in front of them, slackened his pace at this critical moment 
and confronted them. 

' Quarrelling .> ' he said indulgently. 'May I be umpire, or 
is it too private ? ' 

Most probably he had heard every word. 
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' Yes, by all means stay and enjoy the fun ! ' exclaimed 
Gabriella, too vexed now for self-control. With that she shot 
on in front, taking refuge again witli Ludovica's little boy. 

Once more those two were in tete-d-iete. Arduina calmed 
down immediately, but did not speak. Her companion noticed 
her embarrassment, and tried to relieve it. 

' We are all walking two and two,' he said. And then he 
hummed — 

'Quand les canards vent deux k deux, 
C'est qu'ils ont a parler entre enx.' 

'That is not always true,' laughed Arduina, tickled by the 
absurdity of the words. ' Gabriella and Baby Donati cannot 
have anything very particular to say. She would have done 
better with us.' 

* And then do you know what the song would have said } ' 

' Quand les canards vont trois par trois, 
Cela donne a penser aux bourgeois.' 

He was deep in operette lore. The girl laughed again. 

' But I would rather be of the ducks that go two by two — 
not that I have much to say for myself ever. Your friend is 
slightly ruffled to-day,' he continued, with something in his 
tone that was not veneration. 

' Yes, I provoked her terribly,' answered the girl demurely. 

He smiled incredulously. 

* She must be easily provoked, then.' 

'Do you think me incapable of acting as an irritant on 
people's nerves ? ' 

* I cannot judge of the temper you have ; I can only judge of 
the temper you show,' he answered in his deliberate way. 

* What a pretty curve the bay makes here,' cried Arduina, to 
get the conversation away from herself. ' And how exquisite 
the water is, so still, with those long daintily coloured bars of 
sunlight stretching across it ! ' 

'Very pretty!* he replied carelessly; he was looking at a 
warm live thing not far from his right elbow that struck his 
perverted taste as prettier still. 

' Signorina, your hair is the exact colour my poor mother's 
was.' 

This man, it seemed, had a talent all his own for saying 
unexpected things at the wrong moment. So he had been 
studying the colour of her hair ! She looked down, and her 
blood began to rise slowly. 
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* Am I like her in other respects, I wonder ? ' she said softly. 
It awed her immeasurably to speak of the dead. 

'I don't know. I hardly remember her at all. She died 
when Laura was born, and there are only four years between 
my sister and myself. But I have portraits of her. You shall 
see them this evening.' 

' Thank you. Are you fond of your step-mother ? ' 

She asked this simply, chiklishly almost, not knowing how 
much she was daring. He started and looked stem. Then he 
turned round on her with a cold, formal answer, and his eyes 
fell on her smallness and on the softness of the old-gold hair. 
A tenderness he was keenly sensitive to emanated from her. 
She seemed to have acquired a right of getting closer to him in 
her difference from the rest Other girls never bothered about 
his affairs ; either they liked him, and therefore wanted to be 
paid court to; or they didn't, and in this case they let him 
alone. 

' I have got used to her, he said. She is kindness itself, and 
she has treated Laura very well. Only — ^but some things can't 
be explained — there are people who see them by themselves 
and people who will never see them at all. I should say you 
were of the people to see the kind of things I mean very 
quickly. I suppose, though, more couli not be expected from 
a step-mother. But, among other things, she trains her own 
children abominably, and they make home a very hot place 
when my father is not close by. Tell me,' with an abrupt 
influx of memory, ' why did you scold me so this morning on 
the sands for what I said about your father.^ I have been 
turning over in my mind ever since what there was in my 
words to be offended at. I did not mean to be inquisitive or 
rude.' 

* You were not rude ; you simply hurt me because you did 
not know. I will tell you now, because else you will think 
there is a mystery, a drama behind my veiled expressions, and 
I dislike misunderstandings. I have been a very miserable 
child. At first I might have loved my father, and he took no 
notice of me. Later, he was too severe and a little unjust — 
you know children don't stop to reason — so I grew to hate 
him. I think he paid me back in kind for a time. Now that 
we have both grown out of such primitively violent things 
as love or hate, there is nothing at all between us — a gulf, 
a void. 

' You were a boy, and strong, so I suppose you never knew 
what it is to want to sit in somebody's lap when the twilight 
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comes and be fondled — and yet never to have it ! I used to 
long to be kissed, and nobody but the servants ever kissed me 
at home. And they smelled of garlic^ horribly. How silly of 
me to ramble on in this way ! ' 

Strange for one of his disposition^ he had listened and had 
been interested. 

' It is not love that will fail you now, Signorina.' 

'Do you think so.^ I am not the kind that gets loved. 
Besides^ it is too late. I have made up my muid to a work 
that excludes every other aim.' 

By a sort of instinct he looked at her hands; the word 
' work ' seemed unutterably out of place. 

' What need have you to work ? ' he said. 

'I don't mean that I am going to earn my own living — 
though even that is not impossible the way affairs are turning 
out — I meant another sort of work.* 

* What sort?' 

'You wouldn't understand what I was talking about if I 
did tell you^ so it would not be much use. You said just 
now^ speaking on another subject^ that some things must 
not be explained. Ten people see them and fifty don't. 
You would be one of the fifty^ so would most men^ and most 
Italians.' 

'This has the spice of mystery. I wish you would tell me. 
I will be as bright as I can.' 

And she told him^ because she saw no reason why he should 
not know^ but principally because he had asked her to. 

' I want to institute a religious order of a new kind.' 

The man laughed. Arduina was not in the least ruffled. 

' Most people laugh when I mention this/ she said calmly. 
'I can't myself see where the absurdity comes in. Other 
women have done such things in the teeth of great difficulties. 
Why should not I?' 

'What will you dress your nuns in? White, blue, red, 
green ? ' 

She laughed good-naturedly. 

' I will not have the thing made fun of.' 

'Well^ I won't do it again. Seriously speakings my sister 
had some such notion when she was about your age.' 

'And then?' 

' It passed away of itself. Poor Laura ! ' 

For a moment he seemed lost in a reminiscence that was not 
enlivening. There was no more danger now of his turning her 
into ridicule. 
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^ How will you set about doing your work?* 

^I shall first go into an already established convent — the 
Sisters of Mercy, most likely. There are some practical, eveiy- 
day things that must be learned/ her face setting into its hard 
lines, ' and that cannot be learned out in the world/ 

' What, for instance ? ' 

'The habit of doing things against one's inclination from 
choice, the power of taking the lowest place and accepting the 
hardest tasks ; perfect self-control ; absorption from one's sur- 
roundings; all that mystic theology comprises in the word 
renunciation,' 

*Why should one renounce oneself? The priests have 
invented all that rot. Life teaches one to give up cleverly 
enough, if it be let alone, without our willingly practising self- 
sacrifice when we happen to be content. I don't think God, 
the golden-hearted Padre Etemo, can like it. I remember, 
from my Naval Academy days, the officers could not bear the 
over-zealous, good little boys who were always studying, in their 
free time too, instead of having a game.' 

She gave him a look of pity. 

* We shall never meet,' she said quaintly, ' because you start 
from Naples to go to New York, and I start from Brindisi to 
go to Jerusalem.' 

He knew a little English, picked up here and there — slang 
most of it, that friends had taught him for fun : 

* You are sure it is not Jericho ?' 
'Naughty!' 

' What do you mean your nuns to do ? ' he continued after a 
pause. 

' Everything.* 
' Except marry ? ' 

* They may do that too, under given conditions.' 

She spoke quite quietly, as if there were nothing unusual or 
nothing out-of-the-way in what she said. 

' Then they won't have the founder over them as Mother 
Abbess very long.' 

A shrug of the shoulders. 

'And when you have profitably spent all the time you 
think necessary with the Sisters of Mercy, what will you 
do.!»' 

* I shall come to Frasso. Villa Belvedere is mine in my own 
right at twenty-one, by my mother's and my grandfather's wills. 
My father has nothing to do with it I shall let the small 
cottage annexed to it, and live on that income. There is that 
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piece of ground next to the cottage^ my grandfather meant to 
build on it, but he died too soon.' 

* I didn *t know it was yours.' 

' It all belongs to Villa Belvedere. I shall sell it My father 
would have done so, only it was such a bother to get legal 
authorisation, it being mine. And then, he is always in hopes, 
with the villa-building craze there is just now, that land will 
rise to exorbitant prices. I shall sell it for what can be got. 
With the money I shall print in four languages and circulate 
the Rules of the Order. If there are people at all whose wants 
this institution satisfies, they will turn up after that. The free 
ones will come to me, and those who are tied down by other 
duties — there is room also for these in my plan — will write.* 

' It will hardly be St. Benedict's way of proceeding.* 

' We are in the nineteenth century, not the ninth. Mine 
will be the nuns of the next period, when our grandchildren 
will have returned to mysticism under some form or other, 
only to find out they have grown too big for their baby- 
clothes.' 

If Arduina had been less exquisitely dressed, less good to 
look at, had she not spoken in her own pleasant voice, in her 
own cultivated, yet wayward manner — had she been, in a word, 
other than herself, the man at her side would not have listened, 
for the matter was a new kind of algebra to him. And he 
would have felt no indignation at the thought of heavy dank 
walls closing upon her seventeen years, no relief when she 
told him she would settle to her work in the sunshine of 
Belvedere. 

A fine, grey discouragement wove itself over him like a 
cobweb. 

They had been walking, or rather crawling, along the pier, 
first to the extreme point where the lighthouse was, then back 
towards the town. Just where they stood as Arduina finished 
her phrase about the baby-clothes, there was a gap in the dirty 
old houses, and a road, a kind of ill-kept esplanade running 
along the beach behind a row of second-class bathing-cabins, led 
to some ruins that were known as Nero's caves. 

Laura, who headed them with the children, and Gabriella, 
bad taken that road. Arduina, finding it too dusty, went down 
some steps to the beach, calling to Gabriella. But the Arch- 
angel had elected sulking as her policy for that day, and 
pretended not to hear. Prospero went with her instead of the 
stubborn Archangel. 

They were going towards the sunset, and the sea lay hushed 
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as if under a spell. All the soft^ western colours played with 
the few light clouds that fringed the sky — a pale African sky 
with a greenish intonation. 

' You said your mind was made up/ began Prospero, resam- 
ing the conversation of a few minutes ago. It was strange 
how to each of them the short silence seemed to have lasted 
hours. There was a trifle more anxiety in his voice than he 
was quite conscious of. ' Would nothing cause you to unmake 
it?' 

The supernatural instinct of prayer that was so strong in her 
moved her before the sea and the grand sun. The surrounding 
softness acted on her latent love for the Creator that was so 
present to her and so personal. One more instant and she 
was lost to everything save the confused sweetness that 
invaded her being. A wordless, breathless prayer rose from 
her soul. 

* Won't you even answer me ? ' 

She turned to him with a rapt smile that stung him. Voice 
and manner had the charm of her magnetic moments. But the 
words she said were of the plainest : 

' What was it you asked me ? ' 

' You told me your mind was made up. Could nothing un- 
make it ? ' 

« Oh, nothing ! * 

The ring of conviction in those two words ! She looked at 
him as she said them, the light of a higher, perhaps an impos- 
sible, world flowing from her gaze. No shyness, no embarrass- 
ment, only the kindling, the complete ignoring of all else 
bom of an enthusiast's comparing the adored Chimflera with 
other ideals. 

Behind them, as they stood with their faces to where the 
setting sun had been, loomed the ugly grey pile of an old 
darsena, or prison. They were in the shadow of a wooden 
cabin, seemingly alone on the hushed sands before the tame, 
dumb sea. He remembered another sentence of hers : 

' I am not one of those who get loved.' And he watched 
her profile, a little sharpened by the heat and fatigue of half 
June in town, for a moment. He would not love her, most 
probably. Was he capable of loving any one or any thing ? 
Was there any passion left in him ? Should he try an amourette 
with this strange young fanatic ? He turned, as if to find an 
answer in another glimpse of her. But she had left him, and 
he heard her laugh with some one of his party in front. . 

So beautiful ! So near ! So far ! 
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She had had enough of him and his gloomy company^ then, 
since she had gone on hy herself ! In a fit of ingenuousness, 
that was not usual^ he remained there, wondering what gave 
him so tiresome a sensation of disappointment. 

' The blues coming on again,' he thought in a resigned 
manner. Apparently, he was used to the ' blues.' 

On board, that evening, he found the cages of carrier pigeons 
just arrived from Rome, with the expected orders to leave next 
morning, and Frasso saw him no more for a week. 
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Arduina did not see Captain Sant' Onofho any more for a 
week ; but she did not miss him in the leasts as perhaps would 
have been natural after the rather sudden intimacy of their 
first acquaintance. Nor did he miss her, which is stUl more to 
be wondered at, after the very definite thoughts he had had 
concerning her. 

Only, the girl was apt to be at times weary, dispirited : and 
her patience was sorely tried by the Archangel's temper. She 
read a quantity of insignificant novels, such as always flourished 
in the neighbourhood of Gabriella; got her lace-work in a 
hopeless muddle, and made rapid friends with Laura. 

The Sant' Onofrio family was rather peculiarly organisec!. 
The present lady of the house was the Commendatore's second 
wife ; the first one had died years ago, when Laura was bom. 
The little boy Prospero and the new baby had got on very 
well together, better than most brothers and sisters. Prospero 
was a clever, sentimental boy, though the adjective 'quick' did 
not suit him ; and while he was never very studious, yet 
knowledge came to him somehow. They were always together, 
those two ; he could dress a doll, and she could spin a top. 
Later, he left her for the Naval Academy, and from there his 
letters to his sister were always warm; not very descriptive, 
not very clever, not without a certain charm. His qualities 
were negative rather, like his faults. When he came home 
with his epaulettes, Laura had grown up, and there was a new 
wife in the house. His sister was changed in a way — he found 
her grey eyes darker and her smile graver ; she did not like 
this second marriage, because it shut her out in the cold. 
Indeed, she suffered terribly from the cold in the long winters 
that followed, and it was periodically winter when Prospero 
had to leave her. Then she fell in love, and was loved again, 
and told Prospero all about it. She would have loved her 
father intensely had he been of the stuff* that appreciates being 
so loved ; she had loved her brother intensely all her life, and 
now she loved her betrotberl intensely. She could not have 
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loved little had she tried ; that was why she had no feeling at 
all for her stepmother. 

But they ordered the officer she was engaged to out to 
Africa ; there were rumours of an Abyssinian war, and he was 
not the one to draw back at just such a moment by soliciting 
an exchange. He was killed in the first skirmish there was 
after his arrival. It would be unpardonably hackneyed to say 
that Laura's heart broke, but her heart was of exactly the 
brittle kind that is so rare, and it did break. 

Prospero too was having a sad time of it that year. Bianca 
Monaldi broke her word to him and married a florid Neapolitan 
nonentity with a coronet on his visiting-card. He, in his turn, 
told lAura all about it, and they drew closer together. Pro- 
spero's heart did not break — what man's heart ever does } — but 
he never thought of marriage again. Women filled a goodly 
part of his life, or, to be more correct, he cut a slice out of 
many women's lives; he never came across one among his 
many passions for whose lasting love he would have cared. 
Yet it could not have been that the choice was wanting; 
few men have been made more of. His taciturnity, that 
went beyond discretion, attracted most women. The weaker 
sex revels in a fathomless-looking individual, even after 
he has been gauged and found shallow. 

And Sant' Onofrio was not shallow. Why L^ura did not 
marry after having mourned her beloved for a year or two was 
a puzzle to outsiders. How she managed to simply live was a 
puzzle to herself alone. With the improvements in modern 
medicine, though, fretting no longer causes death ; she ought 
to have known that. 

Two children came of the father's second marriage. They 
might have opened up a new source of interest for the lonely 
Laura; but there was such a crowd of admiring relations round 
their cradles that there was no room for her. They seemed 
on the contrary to estrange the home party from her more and 
more. The house and its inhabitants were ruled by them, and 
her father forgot her. Prospero's remaining the only son 
secured him more attention than was quite good for him. His 
stepmother petted him more than the rest ; though she had a 
way of being effusive that jarred on his nerves, still, with the 
unerring instinct of a man's vanity, he guessed that deep down 
in her fluffy heart she thought it a great pity he should be her 
husband's son, and he could not help this knowledge being so 
much balm to him. He thoroughly despised her as his father's 
wife ; as a woman he found her pleasant, desirable even, when 
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she kept her mouth shut and her nasal voice oat of the 
way. 

Years passed^ as years are apt to. Commendatore Sant' 
Onofrio^ without ruining his clients^ managed to thrive, never- 
theless, and to keep clear of financial shoals and quicksands, 
a no easier job in Rome then than it is now. Finding himself 
prosperous and pretty safe^ he turned his thoughts more to his 
family^ and began musing over what improvements could be 
brought about there. He tried to marry Laura, and failed. 
She had grown skinny, and even the certainty of her being 
comparatively rich in her own name on account of the first 
Madame Sant' Onofrio's fortune, which was shared equally by 
her two children, turned out fruitless. Nobody wanted her. 
People had seen her gliding in and out of their friends' houses 
for so many years that the possibility of anybody's marrying her 
no longer struck them — she seemed so resigned to her lot, too. 
One oflTer, though, she had, an excellent one, but she refused it. 

So the busybody who called himself their father abandoned 
Laura to her fast approaching old-maidishness and resolved to 
get Prospero married. 

He found Prospero a piece of wax between his paternal 
fingers. The *boy' didn't really care whether he took a wife 
unto himself or not, and the idea of having a house of his own 
pleased him rather than otherwise. When an Italian marries 
it is the increased number of creature comforts he can look 
forward to, scarcely ever the woman, that occupies his thoughts. 
Prospero, with his mother's Neapolitan blood, shared this point 
of view; moreover, he was of the paste that makes dear, 
exacting, jealous, kind husbands, enchantingly attentive in the 
form and preeminently unfaithful in the substance. 

So he yielded to his father's close argumentation and de- 
cided in favour of a wife. He was looking out for one now — 
one who would be quiet, neat, and innocently indulgent. 
Pretty, too, that her children might not be monsters when she 
came to have some, and that he might not too often regret 
(and afterwards try to replace) the beautiful women he had 
loved in former da3rs, when he happened to glance at his help- 
meet across his dinner-table. 

That was last year. As Gabriella told Arduina on her return 
from Frasso, the torpedo-boat 1 1 S had been stationed at Frasso 
for two months. Sant' Onofrio had been a friend of d'Erella's 
in the days when d'£rel1a was sociable; his family knew 
Frasso of old, and they soon came to terms about the ground 
floor of the Villa Belvedere. 
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They found Maria de Simone and her niece already installed 
in the upper story. And in tliose two months a plan that had 
hitherto been vague and incomplete in old Sant' Onofrio's 
head matured itself and took the shape and consistence of a 
fixed idea. The indiscretion of Gabriella's youthful passion for 
Prospero gave strength and possibility to it. With an exact 
knowledge of the girl's fortune — who could be better informed 
than he, who was one of her three trustees? — he bent his 
energies to the bringing about of a marriage between Gabri- 
ella and Prospero. 

But in the course of the year, business pinched him hard. 
One or two Exchange alarms drove match-making and the 
Frasso bathing season out of his head. There was only room 
in his bald pate for one idea at a time ; he beheld a distant 
prospect of losing money, and bent all his energies to avoiding 
the catastrophe, thus forgetting to settle down his son. 
Prospero, whose money needed no saving, and who would not 
have been much disturbed by the fact if it had, was not so 
forgetful of his own fate, and was still lazily looking round for 
a possible wife, when he again received orders to be in Frasso 
by the twentieth of June, and his people again decided to 
keep him company during the hot months. They had liked 
the place, the people in it; above all, they had liked the 
spacious, well-furnished rooms and shady garden of Villa 
Belvedere. 

Laura too liked all this, biit she liked the thin profile of the 
torpedo-boat 113 still more. She liked to see its Jack 
fluttering when she got up in the mornings and its red light 
shining distinct from the other lights in the port w^hen she 
went to bed at night. She seldom gave Prospero a warmer 
salutation than a squeeze of the hand, but she kissed her 
fingers twice a day to his eerie boat. 

She was not happy that summer when Arduina arrived. 
Religious feelings had been strong in her years ago — so strong 
that, when she felt tired and useless in the black days that 
followed the skirmish at Dogali, she had meditated giving up 
the home where she was so little needed, and entering a sister- 
hood, where she would have found, if nothing else, work and 
companions to sympathize with at least some of her ideas. 

She had not done so for the veiy reason that was driving 
Arduina to found an Order of her own. After frequenting a 
good many convents, she had not found what she wanted. 
The rules were narrow, and the minds that applied them 
narrower still. Besides, except in the case of the nursing 
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sistei*s, whom she did not care to join, the influence for good 
exercised by religious orders seemed to her very small, and not 
sufficient to compensate for loss of ease and comfort. Then, 
she was in those days fond of her own way; fonder still of 
her wandering brother. So she sighed and stayed at home. 

Now, when the tiny vein of pessimism she had caused her to 
look further ahead of her than was necessary, and to see 
Prospero already married, the only link of real, sincere affection 
that bound her to her home snapped ; and she regretted having 
given up her former intentions. She realised that thirty 
years of her life were gone and had brought nothing with 
them, neither happiness nor occasions for usefulness, while 
they had taken away a great deal. She was vaguely miserable 
and acutely desolate. Like Arduina, she hated being aimless ; 
and when she found something to do, she did it rarely well, 
and thoroughly to the end. The difference between them lay 
in this : Arduina was creative, rather too much so, and found 
aims for herself; while Laura had something of her brother's 
disposition and was inclined to agree with the inevitable. 
Only she fretted, dreadfully, all the time ; and Prospero never 
fretted — either he rebelled, or he let things go as they listed. 

Arduina had liked Laura from the first moment she had 
seen her. She decided there was a soul behind those eyes, 
and a story, perhaps a little existing pain, recorded in the lines 
round the mouth. Laura too felt irresistibly drawn towards 
the younger girl ; she reminded her so strangely of what she 
herself might have been had a spark — the very spark that 
kindled in Arduina's brown pupils — been applied to her 
own faculties. 

She was in many respects a homely, cloth-bound edition of 
Arduina. 

Both felt it 
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And Arduina, on the whole, enjoyed herself vastly. It was 
such fun to sit chatting the whole morning through without 
the expectation of a lesson-bell to put a stop to the pleasant 
talk. It was so good to be alone sometimes, free to read, write, 
draw, sing, or do nothing, as the fancy took her ; all the time 
knowing there was company at hand when she should tire of 
her own society. 

On arriving, she had drawn up for herself a strict rule of 
conduct, with an occupation marked for each hour in the day. 
She soon found that the praiseworthy intention could not be 
followed. Neighbours were constantly running in and out of 
the big villa ; some of the Sant' Onofrios were always running 
up to Gabriella, and oftener still the Archangel invaded the 
Sant' Onofrio's part of the house and garden. The afternoons, 
though she did not often waste them in the customary siesta, 
Arduina soon discovered to be too hot for anything but the 
lightest reading or the most desultory conversation. Later, 
there were visits on the Sant' Onofrios' terrace, a stroll, a call, 
a glance at the station to see the 7.30 train arrive, an ice 
perhaps at one of the cafes, and supper. Supper at Maria de 
Simone's was mostly a scramble^ so as to get down to the Sant' 
Onofrios again early. They were warm people, and Prospero 
attracted the girls, and Gabriella's constant presence attracted 
the officers from the camp, so that there was always something 
going on in their big hall of a dining-room, which served as 
salon besides. Therefore interruptions were constant, because 
Gabriella would not let her seclude herself; and when she did 
try to settle her thoughts, they wandered in every direction 
but the right one. She wrote to Monsignor Ferri about it, in 
some distress ; but he told her not to mind, the season being 
against undue efforts ; to give herself a period, not of relaxation, 
but of rest: to be steady with her prayers, her morning's 
meditation, and her spiritual reading; to keep her temper 
sweet and her manner kind ; otherwise to let well alone and 
not torment herself. Her own inclinations fitted in with this 
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judidoas advice, so she just lived, saying, when her over- 
sharpened conscience hurt her, that she would exert herself 
more when it should be cooler. 

People grew fond of her almost as soon as they knew her, 
and she had the run of every nice villa in Frasso. Olga Carelli 
liked her for the frank laughs they had together, and Olga's 
literary brother would willingly have inaugurated a flirtation with 
her had she taken less paiiis to snub him. Ludovica Donati, 
who was clever besides being beautiful, and whose good heart 
quite eclipsed a little innocent love of admiration, was heard to 
declare Arduina an oasis in the desert ; for Ludovica was one 
of those rare women, rarer in Frasso during the bathing season 
than perhaps anywhere, who could talk for three hours in the 
easiest causerie tone without producing a single inanity. She 
could say a grave thing gracefully, and a light thing originally. 
As Arduina possessed that faculty even more than Ludovica 
herself, they got on. fiice Araldi too admired her, and had 
logic enough not to be indignant with those who followed her 
example. Only the listless, gazelle-eyed, earthy-skinned 
Eugenia Veroli, though she enjoyed the bright girl, wished her 
out of the way. It was impossible to be caitre when she was 
by. And for a school-girl who was going to be a nun, it was 
— er — ^ahem — well, she didn't know what it was, but she didn't 
like it. Eugenia was Olga Carelli's sister, married to Pietro 
Veroli, a lean, neurasthenic man with an hallucinated face. 

One secret of Arduina's success as a new social atom in tlie 
little world of Frasso was her real or acquired unselfishness, a 
novel experience to those around her. When out walking, she 
did not seem to care who walked by her side, a spruce young 
officer or Ludovica's pompous mother. On the beach, she never 
cared whether she stood in the shade or the sun, whether she 
had a chair or not. She lent people books, she played with the 
children, and she was always ready to accompany any one who 
wanted to sing. It was some time before they found out she 
sang herself. When anything that had to be done was voted 
a bore, she did it. She could talk of any and ^very thing — of 
nothing too, with just as much ease; every subject seemed to 
have been equally pondered by her. Sant' Onofrio senior found 
her interested when he gave her information about public 
affairs, and she had no difficulty in discussing matters culinary 
with old Donati, who was nearly in his dotage, and shunned 
by the world at large. Her tone of voice in speaking was 
generally so low that one had to listen rather fixedly in order 
to catch what she was saying ; and she was so small that very 
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often she was asked after when she was simply hidden by a 
bigger person or a sun-ray ; when she was not there she was 
missed and wanted. One or two sharp tongues tried accusing 
her of affectation and pose, but they had to give it up in all haste 
and go with the tide; for lifting their eyebrows at Arduina 
d'Erella made them unpopular. 

So she enjoyed herself. 

Yet an under-stratum of uneasiness coloured her thoughts^ 
and made her more depressed in the mornings more brilliant of 
an evenings than she would have been had she been quite 
herself^ out of sheer restlessness. 

She felt lonelier, too, than ever before^ for Gabriella was 
drifting away from her. She seemed no longer to return the 
love that in Arduina was almost a passion. And she was full of 
contradictions too. She snapped and snarled at her on every 
available occasion now ; and yet she wanted her always near, 
grumbling and lamenting if Arduina went for a walk with 
some one independently of herself, jealous if she appeared to 
enjoy conversation with Laura, annoyed if she preferred even 
for a moment any occupation whatever to chit-chat with her. 
Gabriella no longer brought every passing impression to her 
friend, the sister of a year ago, while she carried on a vast 
amount of whispering and giggling with Ludovica, Olga, Bice, 
and Eugenia Veroli. Arduina felt more shy, within the last 
few days, of evincing emotion, of revealing her inner self before 
her, than before an utter stranger. She was the Archangel no 
longer. There seemed to be something remote and unavoidable 
on the mind of each since the short, angry words exchanged on 
the pier in front of the torpedo-boat. They had quarrelled so 
little that those were the sharpest words Gabriella had ever 
uttered to Arduina. And neither could get over having said 
and received them. For some far-away reason neither could 
discover, and both would have been ashamed to admit, they 
jarred on each other's nerves. The effect they would have 
produced on an observer of moderate penetration would have 
been that each had a secret to hide from the other, each keeping 
up some sort of character not her own for the other's benefit. 

Yet it was not so. 

This sudden phase in her friendship with Gabriella left her 
far more alone than she had expected to be. Tlie habit of 
having at least one mind in consonance with her own, one heart 
ever ready to receive whatever confidences she chose to make, 
and 'to sympathize whether she understood or not, was an 
inveterate one, and when Gabriella thus failed her^ it became 
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very natural to accept the tacit tokens of goodwill showered 
on her by Laura Sant' Onofrio. They were often returned by 
an act of kindness, by the allowing her a glimpse into her care- 
fully shut-up soul before her natural reserve and fair share of 
pride had had time to interfere. 

Arduina found Laura a far more satisfactory creature than 
her Archangel. She agreed indeed so well with her, that the 
latter grew angry about it, consequently more disagreeable 
than ever. Arduina loved her none the less for the teasing ; 
but the more she was teased and wearied by her, the more she 
turned to her new friend, in hopes of steadier, graver, more 
altruistic intercourse. 

Gabriella spent most of her afternoons in bed, from two to 
four at least, and Arduina never slept in the daytime. She 
used to take a book- instead and sit on the bench in the shade 
of the fig-tree down by the paddock. The Sant' Onofrios had 
begged her to take advantage, as her friends did, of all their 
shady nooks. Once, when she got there, she found Laura in 
her place, with neither book nor work, only an open letter by 
her side. Her hands were folded in her lap, and her cloud- 
grey eyes were fixed and sad. 

Arduina hesitated, as if she would have left her, but the 
other jumped up with some animation. 

' Don't go away unless I disturb you.' 

* Oh, no, you don't. Might it not be the other way ? ' 

^ You see I had brought nothing to do, so there is nothing for 
you to interrupt. And if I had, I would rather have a talk with 
you just now than anything else.' . 

The words were so said that they had the ring of truth, not 
of flattery, in them. 

* I have had a letter from my brother,' she went on as they 
sat down side by side. Arduina became eager at once for 
Gabriella's sake. 

' Where is he now ? ' 

^ At Civitavecchia — a horrid place, poor boy. He returns the 
day after to-morrow.' 

' How nice ! You must miss him when he is away, you are 
so fond of each other.' 

' How do you know ? ' 

' I can see it,' she replied quietly ; ' I see lots of things.' 

Conversation at this rate, however, was not likely to flourish. 
Arduina got up and stretched herself on the grass, nearly 
at Laura's feet. The ground or the floor was always her 
favourite place. 
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'I was meant for a Carmelite/ she said; 'I am never com- 
fortable on a chair.' 

Laura^ apparently, did not hear. She was looking at 
Arduina rather hard, staring^ in fact, if the truth must be told. 

'You puzzle me — I can't make you out at all/ burst from 
her presently. 'Forgive me,' as she noted Arduina's angry 
start ; ' would you not be puzzled, too, and interested, if the 
favourite person out of your favourite book were to appear 
before you in flesh and blood ? I can't help having that sort 
of feeling about you. As if I had known you years ago, in an 
anterior life perhaps, and had lost sight of you. If I were a 
man, I should marry you — or try to. Perhaps,' with a smile, 
'you wouldn't have me.' 

Arduina raised her eyes to her companion's face and scanned 
it well. 

' Perhaps I should,' she said. 

'What a chatterbox Gabriella must have become/ she con- 
tinued after a moment's silence. ' She must have let out all 
she knew about me, or you would not have been led to such 
profound considerations about me from just these few days' 
acquaintance.' 

' Well, yes, she has told me many things about you that made 
me anxious to meet you. This is a base betrayal on my part, 
for I can see you are annoyed with her. But I was not bound 
to secrecy. It was last year that she was especially communi- 
cative. She had taken tome wonderfully; this year she has 
Eugenia Veroli.* 

Arduina's face crimsoned with pain. It was hateful to see 
the great pure feathers dropping one by one from the Arch- 
angel's wings. And she could not be angry with Laura for her 
remark ; there was no venom in the speech, only a tinge of re- 
flective irony — the very mild irony of a mind immeasurably 
superior to the weakness in question. 

' So it is true that you are going to be a nun ? ' 

That question, so bold in itself, and yet so timidly asked, was 
one that laid Laura's nature bare. She wanted to know, and 
she asked ; preferred asking the only person who could really 
know to ferreting out the information from others who would 
probably tell her lies. Nor did she ask out of idle curiosity, 
that she might afterwards exclaim, ' Oh, indeed ! Just fancy ! ' 

Arduina had fathomed her by this time, and was not in the 
least put out. 

' Yes,' she said. ' I am going to as soon as I can.' 

Fervent Catholic and mystically inclined as she herself was. 
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Laura could not refrain from murmuring: 'What a pity!' as 
she again examined the charming creature before her. 

That thick^ heavy hair, bronze colour^ like the eyes, it seemed 
a shame to think of cutting it off. It seemed, too, that the 
weight of the monastic serge would bend that little figure to 
the ground. Yet she could make a glorious sacrifice, if the Old 
Law still held good that only the best should be offered up. 

* And you want to found an Order ? ' 
'Yes,' reluctantly. 

'What for?' 

' Why do you ask } * 

* I will tell you when you have answered my question. You 
forget I know a great deal already about Santa Croce. But I 
will not tell you why I want to know more until I have heard 
your own scheme from your own lips.' 

It was touching the girl's one real interest, the only thing 
she had studied and thought out completely. She raised her- 
self on her right elbow with her cheek on her folded knuckles, 
and talked for three quarters of an hour without interruption. 

' I feel as if I had got to do it,' were her closing words. 'Joan 
of Arc must have felt like that — only I dislike Joan of Arc. 
People seem to think this idea was bora in my head of a refined 
vanity ; for the sake of doing something out of the way. If 
they only knew how I wish it were consistent with my con- 
science not to do it, how I see all the difficulty and worry, and 
even the pain, that it will cost ! So little am I in love with my 
own notion, that if I knew some one else had undertaken the 
work for nie, I should breathe — oh so freely ! You see, I realize 
so strongly that the whole thing is beyond my strength.' 

Arduina stopped al)ruptly. Her colour had not risen and 
her eyes were dull. She was, at that moment, too coldly, 
firmly, logically convinced of her purpose for excitement. 
Laura's cheeks, too, were pale; her eyes had grown dark as 
iron and were very dry. 

' Listen,' she said, ' I have been looking out for something to 
do ever since — since an event I will tell you about at another 
time. It was in 18 — , I believe in you. Shall we work 
together?' 

Arduina remained perfectly still. The ample perspiration 
that the great heat was forcing through her skin round her 
brow turned cold. A disciple^ a fellow- worker ! 

' Yes, if you will ; if you are sure you will not tire of it after 
a while.' 

Laura smiled. 
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' I have, unfortunately, never been of a weather-cock disposi- 
tion, and I am too old to change.' 

The girl on the grass dragged herself up, and gazed at the 
sea. It was so bright she had to turn her eyes away. 

' Will you be leaving nothing behind ? Will you be breaking 
no ties that you might afterwards want to form again ? ' 

'Nothing— no one. My father has another family apart 
from me growing up for his old age. And when Prospero 
marries ' 

'Is Prospero going to be married?' Her thoughts flew 
suddenly away from her, in search of an unknown image, 
straining and striving to form a picture for themselves, the 
fancy portrait of a woman. 

' There is nothing definite in view as yet,' Laura explained 
sadly, ' but he means to, soon ; my father wishes it very much. 
And then I shall be my own mistress even more than I am 
now.' 

So Prospero was going to be married. Poor Gabriella! 
Soon, too. How soon ? she wondered. Wondering kept her 
silent. The joy, the elation of five minutes ago, of the * ecstatic 
moment when she had recognised a kindred spirit' fell in a 
shattered heap. 

It was the bitterness of the Axchangers final disappointment 
she was thinking o£ 
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The day fell, sinking to sleep in its own warmth. Not a breath 
of air ruffled the acacias in the avenue^ not a crease stirred the 
veins of pale red and delicate green that marked the sea. 
Away to the left the tumbled boulders of sandstone rock had 
lost their crude yellow and stood out in softened brown. 

Why is a group of rocks always so sad a thing ? 

There were pleasure-boats on the sea, and the hovering 
spirit of the dead sun seemed to cling to the snowy sails, 
breathing a shell-like rose over them. 

By the pier s extremity, some twenty fishing-boats were 
rowing out to the banks where sardines and anchovies come 
nightly. They looked like galleys of the middle ages rowing to 
war ; they went very fast and were soon lost in the sunset. 

Later, when a great pallor had fallen over land and sea, 
other, different fishing-boats, the paranze, went out. They we»e 
so tall, so brown, the atmosphere round them was so weird, they 
seemed ghost-ships. 

How friendly they are, those paranze of the Mediterranean to 
us who have been familiar with them since earliest childhood ! 
They are associated with the calm of summer evening thoughts, 
with the peace of the last hour in the day, when, turning to 
take leave of the great, cold sea, we find ever before us the 
sharp line of those straight, patient ships, seven or eight in a 
row, waiting for the wind. 

And day after day, at the same hour, the paranze sit in the 
same place, so gaunt, so roughly proud. In time, when we 
have seen them after hot or after cool days, seen them not quite 
distinctly because we were laughing so, or because tears blinded 
us, we get to think of the bad and the good, the heat and the 
cold, the laughter and the tears alike : ' What does it matter 
after all?' 

And when life and death and change have worn the skin 
off tender places in our hearts and left them sore, those 
fishing-boats in a straight row, like a line of battle, are a 
stay and a comfort to us. ' Something, then,' we get inclined 
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to tell ourselves^ 'even among institutions bnman, does not 
change.' 

It is pleasant to think, when we are full of forebodings : 'All 
may be different with us in a few months, but they will be there 
always, next year and the year after.' And it is a sweet surprise, 
when forebodings have come worse than true, and the world 
seems to have put on some other face for us, to find our dear 
old friends of childhood and dream-days still there, waiting for 
the wind, so patiently. 

They are skeleton sisters of ours, those paranse. We also 
spend three parts of our life floating on the sea and waiting for 
the wind. As with them, sometimes it blows against us when 
it does come. Sometimes, too, it never rises. 

Laura stood thinking all this, and more besides, with her face 
turned to the horizon. There was a dark blue Sphinx sitting 
on the line between sky and water, a great Sphinx that seemed 
just waking up and stretching itself in no good humour, and 
formed a connecting-link between heaven and earth. 

It was Mount Circeo. 

How many questions Laura had asked the Sphinx, that had 
remained unanswered ! To-day it had very nearly spoken. Or 
was she making a colossal mistake ? 

Out of the deep perfume, so deep it might have been 
t^gible, that hung over the carnation beiis and the datura 
bushes and oozed from the helles-de-nuit, Arduina emerged. 
She came straight up to Laura with a dark object under 
one arm. It was a thick note-book, bound in coarse black 
leather. 

' How you startled me ! ' 

'I have brought you this to read,' she said, thrusting the 
book into her hands. * You will better understand what I was- 
talking about this afternoon.' 

There was an involuntary reluctance in her manner, as if she 
were making an effort over some secret feeling. 

'What is it?' 

' The Rules of the Order.' And she turned red. 

'Look through them as soon as you can. I am going' 
now; I must go/ nervously. 'I think Gabric'la wants to be 
read to.' 

She went as she had come, by the carnation beds. She* 
seemed the life and the beauty and the healing power of many 
flowers kneaded into shape by twilight fingers. At least the 
older girl thought so. In the yearning of the unemployed 
motherliness that tormented her, Laura could have clasped her 
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to her heart. And if she had done so, the embrace would 
have hurt Arduina ; it would have been too close. 

She simply sighed. 

It wanted an hour or more to her evening meal ; but the 
gloaming is very short in Italy, and it was dark already out 
of doors. Laura carried the book to her room and read it 
through before supper. 
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SOCIETY OF SANTA CROCB 

Its object. — There are many souls at war with tlie world and 
their immediate surroundings, whose real atmosphere would be 
in a life of contemplation and usefulness^ and who cannot single- 
handed accomplish what they feel is demanded of them by a 
liigher law. The countless philanthropic societies will never 
satisfy these generous ones ; philanthropy being charity without 
a soul, and what they require being precisely a wider soul 
wherein to merge their own. Nor will the even more countless 
religious houses scattered over the world satisfy these insatiate 
ones. There is a death of all personal initiative, there is an 
unaesthetic and hard side, a conservative and bigoted face to 
the most enlightened Order, thoroughly incompatible with the 
electric temper of these especial souls — souls that are so clearly 
an outcome of our suffering, inquiring times. 

To those who have found unsatisfactory the aimless vegetation 
called 'life' by the greater part of this world's inhabitants; who 
find mere monasticism, mere art, mere philanthropy insufficient, 
but would wish for a reunion of all three, the Society of Santa 
Croce opens its quiet doors, offers the guide and support of its 
Rule. 

There is room in this Rule for every creed ; there is love for 
eveiy art. Santa Croce will strive to be an expanding influence 
wherever its members, may penetrate, using to accomplish its 
end of refining the gross, softening the hard, illumining the 
dark, every means within the province of woman's capacity. 

Therefore is the motto of the society Ad Lucem or Ad diem 
pcrfectam. 

The bodily organisation of the Society of Santa Croce, like 
the old orders of knighthood that were monastic and military in 
one, is contemplative and active in one. It is the amphitheatre 
where all may fight, and the haven where some may lie in 
forgetfulness. 

It is governed by one supreme head, having absolute 
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authority over all, right of choice for the different places of 
trust; sole right of admission or expulsion. She is aided in 
her task by six secretaries chosen by herself. Each secretary 
may likewise choose two fellow-workers. Great care must 
be taken to avoid making any choice merely from motives of 
personal attraction, although the sympathy^ greater between 
some souls than others^ that unites two natures must be 
made an instrument of greater good. One sole object must 
be in the minds of the rulers — the advancement of the 
Society's welfare, and the Society's aim — which wilt be to 
prepare the advent of the New Woman and through her of 
the New Man. 

The Prioress holds her post for life, and can only be deposed 
at the request of the whole Society by a majority of nine- 
tenths. On her falls the delicately sacred duty, soon after 
being installed in office, of choosing her successor and training 
her in full sympathy with and comprehension of the founder's 
views. 

There is but one establishment of Santa Croce Sisters — ^in 
Rome. Other temporary branch houses may be instituted 
in other cities under local Prioresses, under the direct 
superintendence of Rome. Special rules for their govern- 
ment, according to the type and peculiar aim of each, shall 
be written out by the Head Prioress at the time of their 
institution. Each separate house, like the central one, shall 
likewise have its subordinate Economist. In cases where 
the community is small, the Head may unite in her person 
the functions of Prioress and Economist. 

No special sum is required from a member of ascertained 
poverty. Otherwise the sum of fifteen thousand francs is 
demanded, as lowest offering. But aspirants will be expected 
to bring a/Zthey can, the richer to compensate for the poorer 
members. The earnings of the several members are poured 
into the common fund. At the disposal of any member 
choosing to inquire, a book shall be kept in the community- 
room, on a special shelf, containing the year's accounts clearly 
and minutely explained, so that the financial position of the 
Society and the use of every centime may be within the 
knowledge of all. All, at the weekly, monthly, or yearly 
Chapters of the Society, are entitled to censure the direction 
given to any item of financial matters, and to suggest improve- 
ments. All the articles of furniture and of personal use shall 
be in common, and as much as possible the same throughout 
the whole community. No article can be bought or introduced 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



yiA LUCIS i6i 

into the various houses without the approbation of the Prioress 
and her secretaries (deaconesses) as to its tastefulness. Nothing 
can be given away or received by the members without the 
Prioress's knowledge. 

The food shall be good and simple^ given out daily by the 
Economist, and prepared by the Contemplative Sisters. 

Each house is divided into four departments, consisting of: 

I. The purely Contemplative members^ given to prayer, the 
manual labour of the house, and the care of the chapel. 

II. The members addicted to charity and educational works. 
A part of these, as of the Half-Sisters, according to their faith, 
shall be under the training of the Contemplative department. 

III. The Half-Sisters, or those who for a part of their lives 
are sent abroad in various employments, carrying with them, 
and spreading like a perfume over all they approach, the spirit 
of the Society. The Half-Sisters are also those who, from 
some recognised inability to leave their homes and already 
contracted duties, cannot reside permanently under the roof 
of Santa Croce, yet are desirous of helping in its mission by 
frequent visits to it, by conformity to its creed, by the 
propagation of the latter, by the accomplishment of tasks 
allotted to them. 

Those who have once belonged to the community and have 
left it by marriage likewise come under this head. 

IV. The Art Workers. 

These various classes of members shall, as far as is compatible 
with the difference in their occupations, be trained together 
and be made to live together. 

Each member shall have her own cell — but the community- 
room shall be common to all. A lecture-hall, so constructed as 
to answer the purpose of a concert-room as well, shall be 
included among the public rooms of each house. The chapel 
shall be strictly private. 

For matters of business, all may ring at any hour at the door 
of Santa Croce. No member may descend to the parlour 
without the Prioress's knowledge. Friends may be received 
only on Sunday afternoons. And on Thursday evenings each 
member given a previous introduction to the Prioress may 
invite outsiders to spend a few hours in the parlour and lecture- 
hall. On the deaconesses rests the responsibility of the persons 
invited and the perfect propriety of the receptions. The doors 
of Santa Croce on these evenings will close at midnight exactly. 
Each member has the right to offer the hospitality of Santa 
Croce refectory to female friends during any day of the week, 
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by informing Prioress and Economist twenty-four hours before. 
Two places each week will be reserved to each member ; but 
this right to two places does not accumulate when not made 
use of. 

The Contemplative Sisters shall take their meals at the same 
hours^ but in a separate refectory. They shall take no part in 
the public life of their sisters^ and shall live under a particuhir 
Rule^ joining the other members at their mid-day recreations 
and their weekly chapters only. 

The dress shall be of two kinds for each sister^ except for 
the Contemplative class, who never go beyond the walls of the 
House, and therefore need only one quality of costume. 

Outdoor costume, — Always of the same stuff, black in winter^ 
grey in summer, it may undergo slight alterations, pointed out 
by the Prioress, every three years, so that by moderately keeping 
pace with changing fashions^ all unnecessary eccentricity may 
be avoided. A plain stiff collar; a brooch and belt-clasp of 
silver, in the shape of a cross; and a waist-band, plain and 
straight, of the distinguishing colour of the member's depart- 
ment. 

Indoor costume, — A kind of white monastic habit, thick serge 
in winter, thinnest white veiling in summer, falling from top 
to bottom in eight thick box-pleats, three back and front and 
one under each arm. Long sleeves cut bell-shape, small and 
tight at the arm-hole, widening to six inches below the hands, 
meant to be folded back over a tight undersleeve when 
at work. Over the pleats, a four-pointed flat cape, the two 
shorter points standing out about two inches beyond the width 
of the shoulders, the two longer ones touching the waist back 
and front. This cape shall fasten behind. On the left 
shoulder of the cape a cross shall be embroidered in silver. 
Round the neck a cravat, formed of soft white muslin in a 
broad strip, shall be tied in a broad, square bow. A short 
veil of white bunting, hung up under each sister's name, will 
be kept for chapel use. Black stockings, black heelless 
slippers, with a movable piece of leather across the foot, on 
which shall be embroidered a small cross in silver thread. 
A silken sash at the waist shall hold in the pleats of the 
habit, varying in colour according to the different departments. 
The hair shall not be cut short, but no form of compHcated 
hairdressing will be tolerated. 

Each sister after her fiw^ years' probation shall receive a 
ring, a plain gold band, with a tiny cross upon it made of small 
encrusted stones the colour of the sash. 
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The Prioress shall have her crosses embroidered in gold 
instead of silver thread, and her sash must be white. Econo- 
mists and assistants will wear their sashes black ; Charity 
Sisters^ brown ; Educational Members, green ; Contemplatives^ 
pale blue ; Artists, red ; Literary Members, orange ; Musicians, 
violet. 

THE SPIRITUAL GOVERNMENT. 

Only a Roman Catholic chapel shall be attached to the 
House, but only the Contemplative Sisters need attend it. 

Members are received of every nation and every creed, each 
member perfectly free to attend what place of worship best 
suits her private convictions, or no place of worship at all; 
nothing being asked beyond (1) fraternal love, or at least 
toleration of each other; (2) implicit obedience to rules and 
orders. 

The Prioress of the Order must remember to respect its 
original aim, which is to create individual types as near perfec- 
tion as possible ; to widen the interior life of each soul accord- 
ing to its bent ; to produce work of the highest, whether literary, 
philanthropic, or artistic. 

The spirit of mutual affection and trust must be actively 
entertained between the sisters, without even a moment's 
toleration of malignity, rivalry, or jealousy. No member may 
let the sun go down over a quarrel, or lie down to rest without 
being at peace with the whole world. 

The Prioress, having absolute power over each sister person- 
ally, must remember that on her weighs the responsibility of 
appointing each to the place most fitted for her. The happi- 
ness, the advancement, the usefulness of each and all depend 
entirely on her keen insight into character and her ready tact 
in condemning no one to the bane of an uncongenial task. 

Every work of whatever description within each community 
must have the approbation of the local Prioress before being 
undertaken; that of the Head Prioress at its termination, 
before passing into the hands of the p* blic, should it be of 
a nature to require such publicity. Every variety of work, 
artistic or industrial, may be given the greatest possible 
notoriety by publication, reproduction, sale, or exhibition ; but 
no name, and no sign beyond the words Santa Croce, shall ever 
appear on book^ picture, or music. 

There shall be no limit to the work that Santa Croce Sisters 
may undertake. They may train maids, cooks, and governesses. 
They may educate children ; they may lend their aid to existing 
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institutions or to private families; they may accept posts as 
private teachers; they may nurse the sick, ricli and poor. 
They may keep shops in which to sell the work done in their 
various establishments ; they may study science, undertake any 
artistic enterprise ; they may give concerts and lectures. Only, 
after two years of work requiring contact with the outside 
world, their place must be taken by another, and they must 
rest a while^ recruiting their moral and physical strength in 
the houses of their Society. 

But one vow, that of obedience, is taken, perpetual after five 
years. The other two monastic vows may be taken, by any 
subject desiring it, for life or for a given number of years, after 
the first probation ; never, however, even in the case of the 
Contemplative Sisters, before the age of thirty. No marriage, 
of course, can be authorized after that age when the member 
has taken her full vows. In any other case, marriages are 
permitted as an exception, the married members remaining 
Half-Sisters if such be their desire. The proposal must be 
made to the Head Prioress, who will immediately and keenly 
examine the case, giving her approbation or not as she thinks 
wisest for the member's welfare. No approbation can be 
given before six months from the day of asking, and no 
marriage may take place before the expiration of eighteen 
months from that date. 

The member who leaves to be married, or for any reason 
depending on her own free will, shall leave half her fortune to 
the Society, if her departure take place (ifter her probation. 
An expelled member shall receive back intact whatever sum 
she may have brought. 

There shall be no spiritual director attached to the various 
communities. Each member may choose her own confessor, 
should she require one, with the Prioress's consent. But 
though the latter should never put a restraint on any con- 
science, or deprive any soul of a sustenance that is perhaps 
necessary to it, yet her care to avoid fads, or displays of 
eccentric fastidiousness, in this respect should be very great. 
Christianity, in its most tangible forms even, is not priest- 
worship, and exclusive influences are to be avoided at Santa 
Croce. 

Anything incorrect, abnormal, or underhand in the conduct* 
of a member shall be immediately reported to the Prioress 
of the house; if serious, to the Head Prioress, who, bein^^" 
thoroughly acquainted with the character of each, will know 
what steps to take. No mercy shall be shown to vain, .worldly. 
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intriguing subjects ; all tenderness to those who sincerely doubt 
and struggle and fail through weakness. 

No member can be admonished or reproved except by the 
Prioress herself^ who may do so, if she thinks such a course 
beneficial^ before the whole community. 

Correction may be of four kinds — private and public reproof, 
isolation^ suspension from all post or employment, expulsion. 

There being in the statutes of Santa Croce a large allowance 
for intercourse with exterior elements, the greatest circumspec- 
tion of manner must be cultivated. Simplicity, straightforward- 
ness, charm, gaiety, pleasantness, reserve must be found in 
equal proportions in the bearing of a Santa Croce Sister. And 
they must become what they seem ; no creatures of artifice must 
issue from the training-house of the Order. The foresight of 
the Prioress and the member s exact observance of her vow of 
obedience must unite in order to avoid imprudences of any kind. 

It must be the constant study of Prioress and members to 
preserve the greatest harmony in each community^ toning 
down the divergences arising from difference of creed or 
nationality, of temper or habits. No argumentation or vulgar 
proselytism shall be allowed for any reason whatever. Example 
is the only means of conversion in matters of belief to be 
adopted by the Order. Healthy, unimpassioned discussion, 
however, shall be allowed and encouraged. 

No statute of the Order may be changed and none added, 
except at the request of the whole Society. Even then the 
Head Prioress is free to reject the alteration or addition. She 
is at liberty, however, and so is every local Prioress, to intro- 
duce on her own responsibility a temporary improvement for a 
period of time not exceeding six months, when the conditions 
of a community stringently require the innovation or infraction. 

The Order shall record itself in the registers of the state as 
an International Artistic and Philanthropic Society, subject to 
the articles of Italian or any other local law with respect to 
such institutions. Although in sympathy with the Holy See 
through the personal convictions of the founder and the large 
proportion of members embracing the religious side of the 
Society, it shall maintain itself an Independent Corporation, 
recognising no official supremacy in matters of dogma. 

INDIVIDUAL TRAINING. 

All members aspiring to a place in the bosom of Santa Croce 
may be accepted, without any consideration of age, condition. 
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creeds or nationality. On a subject's first presenting herself, 
she must during four months, except in cases of recognized 
inability, furnish to the Society the sum of two francs daily. 

And during four months she shall wear no special dress, have 
no special task; nothing will be expected from her except 
frankness and docility. She shall follow the external life of 
her sisters, studying the rules, the purport of what she is about 
to undertake, observing and being observed. She shall be 
allowed to see the life of a Santa Croce Sister down to the 
smallest detail, and the Prioresses are bound to answer what- 
ever questions she may ask concerning her future life. Mean- 
while the Head Prioress, under whose care she will be placed, 
must make every effort to thoroughly grasp her character and 
abilities, so that she may be prevented from accepting a subject 
detrimental to the Society, so that she may know at the end 
of the four months' trial exactly in what class and at what post 
to install the new-comer without waste of time or energy. 
Having decided — the subject to enter, the Society to accept 
her — the new member shall change her name and disappear 
from the world during two years in the training-house of the 
Order, under the Head Prioress and three especially appointed 
deaconesses. In the course of these two years, no pains must 
be spared and no means neglected .to arrive at the wished-for 
result, which is to produce or develop five qualities in the new 
member : 

I. Lucidity of character — logic. 

n. Sweetness— self-sacrifice. 
HI. Firmness of temper — courage. 
IV. Implicit obedience. 

V. The greatest possible ability in the work chosen. 

After this first probation, the member may or may not be 
drawn from her seclusion as the Prioress shall see fit. She may 
also be dismissed if only insufficient results have been obtained. 
Otherwise she may leave the trainingrhouse and commence 
what will be the business of her life. She will already have 
been instructed in the branch pointed out by her inclination 
and her natural ability. She shall now be submitted to a last 
probation of three years, exposed to contact with the outer 
world, and put to the test of hard work. When five years shall 
have expired from the day of her entering, she may pronounce 
her vow of obedience, or be dismissed, or leave of her own free 
will. She, if accepted, will now be given her definite post and 
be considered able to stand alone. 
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In the training of the members there shall be no room left 
for rivalry or even innocent emulation. They shall be taught 
and trained as much as possible alone, individually. 

The Prioress and deaconesses shall settle the kind and the 
degree of work, the greater or lesser severity, the greater or 
lesser observation necessary to each according to the character 
of each ; remembering the aim of their lives is to form tfidivi- 
dually perfect types, not mere units of a huge number. Let 
the germ of interior life once sown take whatever floral vesture 
it pleases, so that the colour and shape be perfect of its peculiar 
species. Let each member differ from her sisters as night 
differs from morning, so that she arrive, not by any strain^ but 
by gentle cultivation and progression^ at the highest of which 
her nature is capable. 

The members shall not rebel against any treatment or shrink 
from any task. They are free to leave at the expiration of each 
year, but in the meantime they shall be requested to make no 
criticism of the trial they are put through, and to accept all 
unflinchingly. 

They may carry on what correspondence they choose, with 
the Prioress's knowledge ; but no special time except Sunday 
mornings is set aside for letter-writing. 

It shall be the study of the Prioress to gain not only the full 
confidence, but the affection, of each, so that, though isolated, 
loneliness and unnecessary sadness may not hinder the free 
play of the new member's faculties. 

The new Sisters shall receive and pay no visits, even to their 
own homes or from members of their own families, except by 
permission each time. 

Their days must be spent in labour, in learning to bend their 
wills, and to disengage their souls from the influence of material 
exteriorities. 

The Prioress must take great care not to close the period of 
probation too abruptly, not to risk sending adrift on the Society 
and on the world untried, unsettled, unformed women. 

Two grand lessons — an intellectual and a moral dogma — must 
be instilled into the minds of each, drop by drop, until they 
have changed the very tissues of their soul : 

I. The poverty of a life that is not rich in Thought and in 
the results of Thought. 

II. The non-existence of self before the claims of others. 

The intensest egoism in the process of intellectual assimila- 
tion — the most passionate altruism in the process of social 
emission. 
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Let each member try to aspire, and then absorb as much of 
the Universe as her faculties will bear; but let her also try to 
reflect it back again. And^ since life in its external manifesta- 
tion is a series of concrete acts, let each Sister imbue her con- 
duct with the Philosophy of the Cross. Whether Christian or 
not, whether believing in His divinity or not, let her recognize 
Christ as the Archetype of suffering humanity ; let her repro- 
duce in her daily and social life an inlelligent copy of Christ's 
behaviour^ a profoundly grasped version of Christ's Gospel. In 
wide thought lies the only possible hope of dignity for man- 
kind ; in respect for suffering and comprehension of its sacred- 
ness, its only hope of salvation. This every Santa Croce Sister 
must know and teach. 

To the new member on being confirmed, at the end of her 
first probation, shall be given three uniform volumes — the third 
shall be the thickest. The first shall contain the Rule, an 
exposition of it, with the detailed reason of each article; 
a small treatise On Duty; and the four Gospels, with the 
Apocalypse. The second shall be a compendium of the wisdom 
of ages and of many religions, the thoughts and maxims that 
have struck the founder as being in sympathy with her views, 
with the aims of the Society. 

And because Santa Croce Sisters must possess, innate or 
acquired, the gift of having ideas and formulating them; 
because it is good that the crystallised essence of a dead life 
be preserved in a few expressive words for those who come 
after to know and feel ; the third volume shall contain an image 
of our own souls on coming into the world — blank pages to be 
written on. 

A great deal more was scribbled in the black leather note- 
book, some paragraphs having reference to Santa Croce, some 
not. The rule itself came to an abrupt conclusion under the 
heading transcribed. There were several titles on unwritten 
pages, indications of subjects to be developed, such as, ' Educa- 
tion of the Prioresses,' ' Division of Time,' etc. 

As Laura had had no prohibition concerning this latter part, 
as the girl who had brought her the book puzzled her and 
attracted her irresistibly, she read on. It was the most curious 
medley imaginable; if ever an eclectic, unconventional mind 
existed, it was Arduina's most certainly ! Some were ideas of 
her own, recognizable by their excessive quaintness ; some were 
snatches of future articles for the all-absorbing Santa Croce 
Rules. Some had been copied out while reading, rather illeg- 
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ibly too, perhaps because they corresponded to the humour of 
the moment Some lines bore traces of hasty translation. 

'Between unquestioning obedience to authority/ ran one 
quotation^ 'and absolute unbelief, there is not a single per- 
manent resting-place, though many temporary halts may be 
made/ 

' Via Crucis, Via Lucis — I like the proud motto. I have little 
taste for weeping willows ; they grow over tombs so often, and 
bring forth no fruit' 

' Why is the thought of death so often pleasant to the young 
and fearful to the old } Its uncertainties are about the same 
for both, and one would think the latter had had quite enough 
of everything and would rather relish the idea of a real good 
rest, of something longer than the naps we get in this vale of 
tears.' 

' Enough, enough ? Is there such a word } The pain that is 
sent us and the joy we can feel are always susceptible of 
increase.' 

Then there were five or six verses copied from Stecchetti, 
who has called the priest-promised heaven a ' divine boredom ' 
— not unreasonably, I fear. And immediately after that, a 
piece of St. Augustine's homily to be found in the Roman 
Breviary for Trinity Sunday, at Matins. 

A few blank pages, and then : 

'It is family and hearth and home that kill the artist in 
most women, except where the artist is strong enough to kill 
all else — the woman and the saifit. And sometimes artist, saint, 
and woman all get killed together, long before life itself is 
gone.' 

' Family ties are the heaviest chains any lot can give us to 
carry. Blood may not be thicker than water sometimes ; but 
oh, always how infinitely more bitter ! ' 

Many, many pages came after that, all peace, all quiet, 
restrained enthusiasm. The upholding hope of a work to do 
near at hand ran through the jerky, somewhat absolute sen- 
tences. Then a long break in the dates. 

And suddenly, under the date of the day before, Laura came 
upon something that startled her in the great contrast it offered 
to what had been hitherto written and had seemed to reveal a 
soul well nerved to things healthily serene. She had never 
known Arduina in the blues ! 

' How long the days are, and how short youth is ! * 

* O God, my insufficient God ! Can you do nothing for the 
loneliness of life ? 
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' Ah ! the loneliness of life ! The teasing racket of other 

people's company ; the horrible, unspeakable void of our own ! 

Is there one happy soul to be found the ivhole world over ? 
' We never are loved as we love ; we never reach the ideal of 

what we should be ; we never show the sum of work we might 

produce. Most of us are nothing but one long bleak failure 

from beginning to end ! ' 

Then a phrase of d'Annunzio's that Laura recognized : 

' He to whom it is given to suffer more than others is worif^ 

of suffering more than others. Pain therefore supposes an 

election.' 

Then^ ' Is it not folly to give battle where defeat is certain P ' 
' All this yesterday/ mused Laura with her forehead on her 

lean white hand. 
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There were six-o'clock guests at the Villa Belvedere. Tea 
was replaced in that season by tlie light white wine of the 
neighbouring vineyards ; a treacherous wine^ looking thin and 
innocent as possible^ and far from it in reality. Some officers 
from the camp were there^ and some women — two or three. 
They were chaffing somebody ; indeed, it seemed to Arduina 
they never did anything else. But she had chimed in herself 
-with considerable vigour for a little while. 

Ciambelle were on the table — those round, golden, insipid 
biscuits, with a hole in the middle and a far-away zest of anise- 
seed. Vittoria Sant' Onofrio, who was fifteen, and a woman 
already, was carrying on a conversation with a lieutenant of 
artillery in a series of half-whispers and giggles that he would 
have found rather strong in a brother officer. And her sister 
raced about with some other children, round and round the 
table, now hiding in the avenue, now rushing back to the 
terrace, coming into collision with the chairs or with some- 
body's knees. They were lively creatures, their mothers said, 
who enjoyed the country. So it seemed. 

Arduina had swung herself up to her own seat — the third 
step in the rope-ladder right of the mast. Gabriella, always 
languid, always late, had not yet finished dressing. Her aunt 
had waited for her, and they had begged Arduina to precede 
them and find out what their neighbours intended doing with 
their afternoon. They might all go out together perhaps. 
Arduina did as she was told, and then waited on the terrace 
for her friends to come and fetch her. 

She looked down absently at the talkers, and she did not 
hear what they were saying ; she watched Laura acutely. 

Suddenly, a strange noise, a kind of bellow, came from across 
the sea. Its unexpectedness gave Arduina a stab in the 
shoulders. Never having before heard the hoot of any steamer, 
she could not recognize it as the torpedo-boat's entrance- 
signal. Nevertheless she guessed. 
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Laura stood up straight and ran to the balustrade, with a 
glad ' Prospero ! ' 

'Was he not returning to-morrow?' Arduina bent down 
to ask. 

* Yes, at the earliest ; this is a surprise of the most genuine 
species. 

The tiny ship looked a giant among the fishing-boats, every 
detail distinctly visible in the clearness of the lucid evening" 
air. It entered daintily, and settled its slender form in its 
accustomed place, gliding about like a sea-monster's plaything. 

Not very much later the captain joined his people, and 
almost on his heels Gabriella appeared. 

Greetings passed ; Sant' Onofrio did not see Arduina at all 
at first, and started perceptibly when she attracted his atten- 
tion by calling : 

* Good-evening, Captain. Have you left your memory on 
board.?' 

For a moment he did look as if he had forgotten her; as if 
he had not expected seeing her there ; as if, in short, some- 
thing had happened to throw him off hb balance. Gabriella, 
who was not over-perceptive, noted nothing beyond his having 
forgotten to even shake hands with the girl, while he had 
saluted her most effusively. She felt she was gaining ground. 

Sant' Onofrio came up to Arduina when he became aware of 
her presence, and stayed with her. 

' How have you passed your time while I was away ? ' was 
one of the things he said. 

'Much the same as when you were here/ she answered 
with a touch of pertness. 

He laughed. 

'I see your hidden meaning. But I cannot return the 
compliment, because I have been bored to death. Have you 
been keeping my sister company } ' 

Her eyes warmed up. 

*We have been keeping each other company. It is im- 
possible not to get on with Laura.' 

He bowed. 

'That is your kindness.' 

' But I mean what I say.' 

'I believe you. You are one of the few I would always 
believe.' 

'Truth is beauty.' 

' What a paradox ! Yes,' following up his own thought, 
' unfortunately one can see you mean what you say.' 
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*Why unfoHunately} Have I hurled such unpleasant home- 
truths at you yet that you should wish me deceitful for the sake 
of comfort ? ' 

Ignoring the rest, ' I like the yet^ he retorted ; ' it is promis- 
ing for the future.' 

^ So you will find.' 

She was not really inclined to talk, so she said anything, 
just to keep the ball going politely. He, on the contrary, 
seemed wide awake for once, and ready for discussion, nonsense, 
all sorts of pleasant things. 

' If you abuse me so badly,' he continued, 'I shall anchor the 
1 1 3th outside the harbour and stop coming on shore.' 

'Which will be a great pity ! ' The slight inflection of irony 
was very graceful. Sant* Onofrio looked up and was going to 
speak again, when Gabriella, wisely judging there could be 
too much of a good thing, called out : 

* Arduina, Auntie is in the wildest state of vexation.' 

The terraceful of people laughed, so absurd was the con- 
ception of Maria de Siinone taking her vexation, or indeed 
anything, wildly. 

* We have had a letter from Uncle Paolo and we 've got to 
go to Rome for a day or two.' 

*To Rome!' 

Dismay, more than surprise, pierced through the girl's ex- 
clamation. There was so much dismay in it that I^ura and 
others too looked up curiously. Why should Arduina have 
such a terrible objection to going to Rome? There was 
nothing on that week in Frasso that she could be sorry to miss, 
and she was going with her dearest Archangel. Nor was it 
her way to be put out at the prospect of a hot journey in the 
almost tropical temperature of the town. She had probably 
not even calculated the discomfoi-t. 

*Why .^' she added, more quietly, 'has anything happened? 
We have only just come from Rome.' 

' Yes, you have only just come from there/ echoed Eugenia 
Veroli, who was anxious to hear 'all about it from the 
beginning.' 

' It is because of my stupid Uncle Paolo, the one who is in 
diplomacy. He has been shifted from Brussels to St. Peters- 
burg, and he is only in Rome now for a few days. As he can't 
come here because his minutes are counted, as I can't go alone 
— he happens to be my godfather and to have expressed his 
iiTcsistible wish of seeing me — we must all trot. Arduina can't 
remain here in the house alone^ especially as she has been 
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intrusted to our care by I don't know what sudden conversion 
of her father s. Auntie doesn't dare lose sight of her.' 

^But he is not my godfather/ burst from the girl on the 
rope-ladder^ who seemed only half convinced by Gabriella's 
arguments. 

^ But you can't be left in the house by yourself^ without even 
a governess, goosie/ 

* Oh, of course.' 

'The trip will finish knocking her up,' continued Gabriella 
reassuringly. 'And her last weeks at school had done their 
best towards producing that effect See her face.' 

Arduina was very pale just at that moment — paler still from 
contrast with the bronzed faces that had already enjoyed a 
month or more of sea-air. She had the heaviness round the 
lids belonging to eyes that have recently shed tears, yet she 
had not done so that day. And the deep marks above her 
cheek-bones, which she had been indulging in liberally of late, 
seemed to have suddenly deepened; though, of course, this 
could only have been fancy. Fancy or not, they made reddish 
spots on her cheeks, bedded in purple, like a bruise in its 
second stage. 

Gabriella's words had the natural effect of drawing many 
eyes to Arduina's face. And several judgments were passed 
on it as it appeared at that precise moment, by the guests as 
they left Villa Belvedere that evening. 

' That d'Erella girl was looking far from well to-day. She, 
for one, is in need of Frasso air.' 

' Unwell, but more interesting than usual. What an originale 
she must be!' 

' It is my opinion Sant' Onofrio the invulnerable will be 
done for before many suns have set. At the very instant he 
appeared, Laura was explaining to me how and why he could 
not possihfy be back before to-morrow. This unusual haste in 
returning to Frasso doesn't seem very clear and above-board.' 

' It would be fun only to watch Gabriella de Simone*s face. 
She has made up her mind to catch him, and catch him she 
will, unless some one else steps in.' 

' I argue something is up more from her latent irritation 
than from anything else. How she glared when they were 
talking this afternoon ! For my part, I should like helping on 
such a couple as the Contessina and Sant' Onofrio would make 
— they are both more than nice.' Ludovica Donati tried to be 
matronly on occasion. 

f She has something verv sweet about her.' 
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'And so dignified^ almost proiid^ but for a certain warmth.' 
'She ought to be capable of great passion/ put in Olga's 
lisping brother the poet, who imitated the cut of d'Annunzio's 
clothes. ' I should like to try.' 

'/ should not/ cried a weak-whiskered young officer, who 
had evidently been snubbed. 

*Her convent is all a mystification/ (Arturo Carelli too, 
judging by his venom, had been sternly put down.) ' It is 
part of her scenic effect. That young lady strikes me as being 
rather too clever ; we shall hear something startling of lier one 
of these days. She ought to have a curious temperament^ 
very, and a good deal of it' 

' Returning to her face,' pronounced somebody else's brother, 
who had the h «oit of dictating paradoxes to the world at large 
and to no one in particular, while everything he condescended 
to admire was, to say the least, marvelious. How he loved 
that adjective ! ' Returning to her face, it has a great deal of 
the sad, wistful, half-child, half-woman angel faces in some old 
German pictures.' 

The speaker was one of the art critics who' form a copious 
vegetation in Italy ; who criticise works they have never seen, 
and spell Ruskin with an h in their brilliant articles. 
* Only her colour is decidedly Southern.' 
' An angel turned human, with a dash of the devil/ 
' Bravo Brusconi ! How unusually bright the subject makes 



us 



The party on the terrace, while scanning Arduina's face, was 
electrified by a proposal. Not so much surprised at the 
proposal in itself, for it was merely hospitable, as at Prospero's 
being the one to make it. 

' Don't go up to Rome ; come and stay downstairs with us 
while Madame de Simone is away.' 

A dead silence followed. Olga Carelli looked unutterable 
things. Laura beamed, and Gabriel la was staggered. She did 
not like the plan at all; but after having declared the trip 
would be bad for her friend, she dared not change her mind. 
And she knew no objections of mere discreet politeness could 
be brought forth that the kind Sant' Oiiofrios would not 
overbear. 

Prospero meanwhile was astonished at the silence. 

* That would be correct, wouldn't it ? ' he said anxiously. • 

'Why, yes, silly boy, of course it would be correct,' laughed 
his sister, 'if Arduina agrees.' 

The girl murmured something about 'very kind;' there was 
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a ' but ' too, somewhere at the end of her sentence. By this 
time, however, Madame Sant' Onofrio had had the bearings of 
the case explained to her — she had been talking to old 
Madame Luisa Carelli at first — and insisted on Arduina's 
accepting. 

' My dear Signorina, I will not take a refusal. Are you not 
in your own house .^ Your father and my husband are the 
best of friends. Of course you must come ; it will be delightful 
for us all.' 

' Delightful ! ' Prospero chimed in. He felt extra politeness 
was expected from him as his father was not there. And really 
he was doing it bravely. 

Arduina's colour had returned. She took refuge^ not 
knowing what the Archangel wanted her to do, or what her 
cfiaperon would decide, in her sense of deference towards that 
chaperon. 

* I can't say anything until I have heard what Madame de 
Simone thinks of it,' she protested. 'Thanks, so much, all 
the same/ 

* Yes,' wound up Gabriella in her demurest manner; 'we 
shall see what Auntie says.' 

Auntie had been thinking all this time of exactly the same 
thing. She was very much disinclined to dragging Arduina 
back to Rome for no reason at all. And she had thought of 
asking her neighbours to look after the girl ; but, submissive 
as usual, she would not have ventured doing so unless she had 
heard whether Arduina liked the plan or not. So, when she 
came down a little later to fetch her girls for a stroll, and was 
informed of the Sant' Onofrios' warm proposal, she acquiesced 
very readily. It was a load off her mind. 

'We have decided all this without even hearing Arduina's 
view of the matter,' put in Gabriella, half hoping her friend 
would object to being left behind. 

Laura looked at the girl eagerly. The visitors, who had 
had enough of family discussions, were now talking among 
themselves. 

Arduina was manifesting an intention of descending from 
her perch. Prospero hastily threw away the cigarette that 
would have hindered him in helping her, and held out one 
hand. She took it and jumped. 

' Do come ! ' he said as she sprang. To give her a sense of 
safety he had tightened his grasp of her fingers. 

'Signorina, do not make us all beg for nothing,' cried 
Madame Sant' Onofria 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIA LUCIS 1^7 

'Of course I should love to stay, since you are so kind as to 
ask me, if I shall not be in your way.' 

* What an idea ! ' 

Olga was beginning to think Arduina had attracted quite 
sufficient attention^ and turned to the captain, who was just 
behind her. 

* You must have had a delightful voyage, Capitano/ 
'Hardly a voyage. Yes, it was pleasant; calm, but very 

hot' 

He took a chair and carried it round to where Arduiila had 
seated herself. 

Next morning, Signora de Simone and her niece took the 
early train to Rome, and their charge installed herself for 
three days in Casa Sant' Onofrio. 
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Now, indeed, Arduina felt herself in a new world. So long as 
she had had Gabriella about her— Gabriella, who was a most 
essential part of her childhood and of her school days — she 
had not felt the difference between past and present very 
keenly. 

So she had the peculiar impression over her, as she sat down 
to luncii next day, that life was beginning in earnest. 

Her stay at her friends' was fraught with incident The 
first thing she heard when she settled to her reading, about 
two o'clock, was the sound of a mighty disturbance in the 
kitchen. It was long since domestic troubles had ruffled the 
sameness of her life, and the tumult of angry voices carried her 
far back to the time when she had been nightly frightened to 
sleep by the music of her father's voice rating the man-servant. 
Reminiscence is always saddening. She had to make an effort 
in order to see distinctly the wonls of the page that lay before 
her on the table. 

The bench under the fig-tree was abandoned that day; 
Prospero had told her it was cooler indoors. So she was 
still there when Laura entered with a weary step and sat 
down with a most dejected expression. 

'What's the matter.^' Arduina inquired, sympathetically 
laying down her book. 

•A tiresome thing. Papa has sent the cook away. She 
answered him, and he shook his fist at her; anyhow, she is 
packing up. He is always doing that at the most uncomfort- 
able times.' 

' Why is it particularly inconvenient to-day ? ' 

'Didn't you know .J* We have got the Carelli troop and 
Brusconi and Lieutenant Lupi to dinner. I don't know what 
to do. Papa said, " Manage ! " when I asked him. Easier said 
than done. 

' Can't the cook be persuaded to stay till to-morrow morning?' 

' Papa won't let her.' 

'Can't the people be put off?' 

178 
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' We have done that once before with these same CareHis. 
And, to make matters worse, there's Adele with a sick 
headache. It came on just after lunch, and she has put 
herself to bed so as to be all right this evening. Getting up 
for dinner will be as much as she can manage ; but, of course, 
she won't be able to help.' 

Laura had known her stepmother so well and for so long 
before her father married her, that she went on saying ^Adele ' 
ever after. 

Prospero had joined his sister about the middle of her last 
speech, with a wicked smile on his face. The situation struck 
him as rather comical than otherwise; and, sure as he. was of 
getting his dinner all right in the end, Laura's lamentiitions 
and woebegone face amused him. 

^ What a kettle of fish we are serving you for your firat day 
with us, Signorina ! ' 

'I wish it fvas a kettle of fish^ for your sister's sake/ she 
retorted. ' Oh, Laura, let us cook ! No one will be any the 
wiser.' 

' I think people fvould be the wiser, singularly so, if you- got 
Laura's intervention,' laughed Prospero. 'When she boils an 
egg, it is sure to be hard ; were she to cook a beefsteak, it 
would be a cinder, for a fact. Once she tried making a cream, 
and it turned out an omelette.' 

'And those CareHis bring a mean, fault-finding spirit with 
them whenever they dine out,' sighed Laura, who was nursing 
her grievance. 

'People who sup on anchovies and salad at home always do,' 
pronounced Sant' Onofrio, with disgust in his tone. 

' I can do lots of things,' Arduina began. Once again, as he 
had done last week, Prospero looked at her hands. She had 
them tightly closed, one on each knee. 

* Indeed ^ What, for instance ? Frog soup ? Stewed snails } ' 

' Don't be nasty, Prospero. But really, dear, we can't think 
of setting i/ou to work this hot weather.' 

'How did you acquire so much culinary science.^' Sant' 
Onofrio was bent on chatting, it seemed, that afternoon. 

'Half my life before I went to school was spent in the 
kitchen. I used to follow our cook about while she did things ; 
indeed, in my earlier days I looked upon Graziosa as a sort of 
witch or alchemist. She had served in various foreign families 
— a French one, especially, that had taught her heaps of 
traditional dishes. And by dint of looking on^ I ended by 
learning too/ 
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'You are really wonderful^ Signorina. You can draw and 
paint/ 

* No, I can't paint' 

' Well, you draw, then ; you play, you sing, you write verses.' 

* Who said I wrote verses ? ' 

* An angel from heaven/ 
'Gabriella?' 

' Precisely/ 

A look of vexation darkened her face. 

*So you see you write verses, and delightful ones too, for 
Signorina Gabriella cii^culated some that you had written on a 
fly-leaf. Now it appears you can cook. What next ? ' 

'Yes, she is a fairy,' chimed in Laura, 'and a sweet one.' 
Arduina was so much younger than herself, and she was so 
small, that motherliness towards her oozed quite naturally 
from Laura's heart and manner. 

But the inspirer of all this praise seemed not to listen, as if 
some one unknown to her were being discussed. Beyond the 
one moment of irritation on discovering that Gabriella had 
made her poetic efforts common property, she betrayed neither 
pleasure, displeasure, nor embarrassment. Simply the subject 
did not interest her, and she thought of something else. 

'So you won't let me help you.^ It makes me quite sad to 
think you won't let me tr}' whether I can be of any use/ 

' If you put it that way. But Adele would never hear of 
such a thing.' 

' If she is to be in bed till dinner-time, she won't know 
anything about it till we have finished. Only ' 

'Only what?' 

'Shall — I mean, must your father — will he come into the 
kitchen ? ' 

'No, not if I tell him it is all right and he need not worry. 
We will beg him to fetch us something from Frasso. Get him 
to order the ice — ^Zi Luigi the Neapolitan makes splendid ices 
— and it will keep him occupied. Poor father ! ' 

* [ would poor ^father him, indeed, for getting us into 
difficulties all because of his temper,' grumbled Prospero. The 
idea of Arduina being made useful seemed to have spoiled his 
temper. ' Why couldn't he have got rid of Filomena to-morrow 
morning ? ' 

Laura made a gesture expressive of there being mysteries in 
this world she could not fathom. 

* So you are sure he won't come round while I am there — 
the Commendatore } ' repeated Arduina. 
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' Quite sure/ responded Prospero with mock gravity. * But 
if you still entertain doubts on the subject, I can send for eight 
men from the torpedo>boat, and station them about with their 
muskets/ 

'If you laugh at rae^ I shall give you something disagreeable 
to eat this evening.' 

' Then I shall pull a face and say you made it.' 

* You wouldn't dare ; because I should be looking at you all 
the time^ defying you.' 

It was the nearest approach she had ever made to a coquet- 
tish turn of words. 

Laura brought her back to gastronomy. 'Then, since you 
are so kind, what do you think could be got up? I forget 
what it was Adele meant to have ; she always sees to every- 
thing herself, and I don't take much notice. Some fowls, and 
some fish, and — oh ! artichokes were ordered, I know.' 

* 1 can make a glorious soup, if the fish be of the right sort 
Graziosa used to make it on papa's hopelessly cross days. The 
effect was often magic' 

' Wouldn't it be too much trouble } ' 

' Oh, dear, no. It 's the way they make it in Marseilles and 
along the Riviera.' 

No Italian Thackeray has yet appeared to write a ballad of 
bouille-baisse. 

Prospero turned on his heel and left them. One fault of his 
was the liking to capture people's undivided attention. And, 
he thought, Laura fnight have managed so as not to have pressed 
that girl into the service. 

It was hot^ and he stretched himself on his bed, feeling lazy, 
sentimental, restless, dissatisfied, yet content to let the flies 
tickle him without attempting to drive them away — all sorts of 
unaccountable things rolled into one. 

He did not go to sleep, yet, when he tumbled off his bed at 
four o'clock, he underwent all the languid, listless feelings of 
an untimely awakening. His head, too, was heavy. 

He went in search of his sister, and stopped half-way to her 
room — what did he want her for? Then he espied his father's 
portly form watering a row of creeping geraniums that grew 
round the ten-ace, and fled ; only to risk falling upon his step- 
sisters, who were wrangling bv the fountain. He wanted none 
of his family. Indeed, he would have been glad if any one had 
been charitable enough to tell him what he did want. The 
very thought of joining the chance acquaintances who were 
just beginning to emerge from their darkened dwellings to 
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amalgamate on the Piazza irritated him. On the other hand, 
the ]>rospect of his own ungamished company till dinner-time 
seemed dull enough. 

He decided on going to smoke a cigarette under the fi^- 
tree ; that would wake him up thoroughly, he thought. 

And he found Ardulna there, with her broad hat on the 
grass at her feet. 

Sant' Onofrio did not say it in so many words, but this must 
have been what he wanted, for he neither fled nor hesitated. 

He took up a round iron garden-stool, and sat down in fzont 
of her, deliberately. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



XXVIII 

'So you have abandoned pots and pans, Signorina. Confess 
you are defeated.' 

' Never less in my life ! We have prepared everything, . so 
now there is nothing to do until much later. Laura and the 
gardener's wife have done all the work; I only stood round 
and ordered.' 

' If / had been in my sister's place, you would not even have 
been allowed to do that Can we know what this Borgian feast 
is to be composed of .^' 

*HorS'd* encores — Laura has prepared those already herself. 
Bouill e-baisse ' 

* Oh, that is your fish-soup, little cordon bleu ? It will carry 
me back to my youth.' 

'I shouldn't think you would need much carrying back!' 
She could not stand people who posed for old before their 
time. 

' I am double your age, or more, Signorina, though well pre- 
served. No wrinkles, no grey hairs.' 

' Stop ! ' mischievously, ' I see plenty.' 

^ So you would take away from me also the merit of being 
well preserved. What remains, I wonder }' 

* Do you mean what you say, seriously ? ' 

'Of course. Life, if you will be serious, though the place 
and the thermometer forbid it, life ends when the possibility 
ceases of beginning it over again. You can't recommence life 
at thirty-six.' 

' Why not ? I admit you can't carve out a lot for yourself 
after a certain age, but you fix the limit too early/ 

' Are you thirty-six ? ' he said, almost rudely. 

' No — not qvite yet.' 

*Well, I am, and can judge. Can I change my career if I 
want to } Can I change my character, my habits, my neces- 
sities ? To a certain extent I can hardly make myself feel the 
joy of loving again — of loving really, I mean — after having 
exhausted all my capacities in cpuptless farcical experiments/ 
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There was a certain earnestness in his tone that struck 
Arduina. It seemed as if he were eager to convince her of 
what he said^ yet as if he were equally anxious to be contra- 
dicted by her — as if her contradiction would mean something 
to him. 

^ You say that because, perhaps, you don't happen to be 
loving anybody just now. If you were, you would reason just 
the other way/ 

He ignored her impatient sally and went on in an injured 
tone: 

' You can't even marry with comfort. If you hit on a love 
match, you make a fool of yourself. If on a mariage de am-' 
venance, you stake the peace you had when you were single.' 

* You might unite the two.' 

Arduina's thoughts flew to Gabriella. She would do her a 
good turn. 

' If you marry a girl full of fire and youth and, and — Ufe, in 
a word, there is such a difference between you that you will be 
old, broken-down when she is in her prime. If you take one 
nearer your own age, she is an old maid or nearly so, who has 
grabbed at you for the sake of the unexpected chance. A 
pleasant prospect ! And the girls one would like,' he went on, 
after a pause, ' won't have you.' 

' I think you make a mistake there,' Arduina said, lifting up 
her eyelids bravely and fixing her warm kind eyes on his face. 
'I am sure more than one delightful girl would be only too 
proud to have you, if you would just look round.' 

' My dear Signorina, I have spent the last two years of my 
hfe looking round, and am no nearer a discovery now than I 
was when I began. Besides, my chances of choice are not very 
varied. I know all the resources of Naples by heart I sup- 
pose I ought to go to Rome for a change.' 

' Does Frasso offer no resources } ' 

'None,' energetically. 

'Think well.' 

He enumerated all the young ladies that graced the shore, 
and found all ineligible. One was ignorant, another foolish, a 
third couldn't keep house, and a fourth was fast. 'I speak 
so freely,' he apologised, ' because they can none of them be 
friends of yours, you have been here so short a time. Yes, 
Erminia Araldi would be pretty, and pleasant too, but — You 
see, a sailors wife ought to be faithful, slie is so left, so 
trusted.' 

' So betrayed sometimes/ 
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'Not often. We generally make good husbands^ once we 
have agreed to settle down.' 

* You have forgotten the younger sister of Signora Donatio' 
observed Arduina. ' She seems very nice, and is very pretty.' 

' Very nice and very pretty, but such a goose ! You see I 
was right when I said Frasso was sterile. We have only left 
out Gabriella de Simone; she is too much your friend to be 
brought under discussion. 

' Oh, I never tell tales, and I should enjoy combating your 
reasons against her. But you can't say she is not everything 
she should be under every aspect.' 

* I never meant that ; simply she doesn't appeal to me — it 
is as if she belonged . to a different race. Now don't be 
angry ; it is your own fault for insisting on hearing my opinion. 
And I am sure she would tire of me in three weeks. I will not 
say " of me or any one," for that would be treason, would it not ?' 

Arduina sighed. Deep down in her own heart, hidden away 
like a thought that is sacrilege, lay the same conviction Pros- 
pero had just uttered. Gabriella could give no one a lifelong 
love ; much less could she give it to this Prospero, who was her 
first fancy. 

Clearly, a wife for him was hard to find. And the same 
thought struck them both at the same instant : every girl in 
Frasso had been discussed except herself. The man looked at 
her with a critical eye, and the girl looked at him, timidly, to 
see whether the same idea had come to him too. They read 
variations of one single thought in each other's eyes : 

* How would she do, I wonder ? ' 

' What would he say about me if somebody else asked him, I 
wonder } * 

' We have wandered very far from your bill of fare,' Prospero 
said, with a light sigh. Neither of them seemed particularly at 
ease, so they laughed ; and their laugh was like the breaking 
of a spell. 

It was soon renewed, however, this charm of the heavy sun- 
shine, of the twin blue eyes of sea and sky ; the charm that 
was sung by the cicale in the tired trees. It was wealth, it was 
glory that rippled round them ; the thousand and one sounds 
bom of infinite stillness ; it was Life beginning over again at 
the ebb of each renewed instant ; it was Love. 

But of course they did not know it was Love, or they would 
have feared their own gladness. 

They chatted a little more — oh, a very little ! And half-past 
five came upon them. 
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They parted, without a foreboding, without a regret. 

It took Arduina a long time to realize that she had been 
drinking deep of the greatest happiness her life would know. 

Hers, like all plenitude of real joy, had been uneonscious. 
Conscious, it would have come to her in another frame — one of 
wormwood cunningly wrought. 

Years after, she remembered that unimportant conversation 
under the fig-tree, with a tremble and a sharp surprise. 

' Even then I must have been loving him,' she told herself^ 
' without knowing.' 

What is the matter with us that we never know ? 

What is the matter with the fruit of the science-tree that 
the sweet of knowing is often so bitter i 
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Later that same day^ when he was dressed for dinner, Prospero 
put his head in at the kitchen door. 

A row of saucepans on the fireplace, a heap of silver dishes on 
a marble table, glowed under the red light of the white china 
lamp that hung from the ceiling under its round tin shade. 

At a low cupboard stood Arduina, dressed too. She was all 
in yellow, the colour that blended best with her own autumn 
tints, with a bunch of yellow carnations and maiden-hair 
buried in some creamy lace just under each shoulder. She was 
standing very carefully^ so as not to soil her dress by rubbing 
against anything, and there was an open book before her. 
All the way across the room Sant' Onofrio could see it was 
poetry, by the disposition of the lines. So she could 6nd time 
and collectedness enough to read poetry, having got through a 
complicated dinner! He remembered the occasions when his 
stepmother had cooked a dish ; that day, too, when Gabriella 
had made them an English Christmas pudding ; the fuss, the 
noise, the smell of cooking all over the house. Even now 
Madame Sant' Onofrio was issuing orders about the lamps in 
an irritated key ; his father was stamping about minus a button 
to his black coat, threatening to dine in Jersey and white 
flannel if some one didn't come to him soon. 

Here peace slept. In the very sanctuary of prose and 
materialism, there seemed hovering about a breath that was 
ethereal and refined. He had a sudden feeling as of going to 
sleep after a bad night, of sitting up the first time after a fever. 
He felt over again a long past but never forgotten sensation : 
the relief all through him of touching land the first time he 
had been sea-sick. Strange it should come back to him just 
then before that pleasant odour of abundant dinner. 

At last he remembered what he had come for. 

' I beg your pardon, Signorina, for disturbing you — I wanted 
my sister.' 

Arduina took her head out of her book, literally and figura- 
tively, with some unwillingness. 
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' Laura ? She has gone to dress.' 

' Oh, all right. I only wanted a pin for my necktie ; the 
little loop at the hack has come away, and it gets constantly 
crooked. I thought I should find her here.' 

' I can give you a pin, if that is all you want' 

' Could you ? It would he so good of you.' 

She fumhled among her flowers and brought out the desired 
pin. One of the yellow carnations and a sprig of maiden-hair 
that had been added after, to make that bunch the same size 
as its companion, fell to the ground when she removed it 

Sant' Onofrio picked it up. 

* Giiis'to/ he said, * I had no flower.' 

^ But you are not going to take mine ? ^ 

^ Must I not have it P ' 

She looked into his dark face. With her, saying No was 
always a work of difficulty; even a dog's dumb prayer she 
could not resist That was why she answered, 'Take it then,' 
to the brown eyes and the strong lips that begged so earnestly 
for such a trifle. 

It is a known thing that men are clumsy. Arduina loved 
flowers with a passionate, personal love. She was afiraid he 
would break her carnation, after having robbed her of it, which 
would be too bad ! So she made the sacrifice of another pin^ 
this one taken from somewhere about her waist-ribbon, and 
fastened it on for him. The nails of her white fingers, as they 
rested on his dark unifonn, gleamed like milky agates in the 
bed of a moonlit stream. 

He turned his eyes away uneasil}'^, but that only made 
matters worse ; for, as she was very small, they rested on tlie 
top of her head. The light, too, fell straight on it and set 
it on fire ; there was a suggestion of steel-colour, deep lilac, 
as there is on the sea when the gold of sunset has passed 
away, in the darker parts, where the soft meshes waved into 
shadow. 

He stepped back roughly when she had finished her task, 
and did not thank her. 

' Have you no one to help you } Are you not free now, at 
last?' 

' Laura has been with me until a moment ago, and I have 
Marietta to tell me where things are kept and to fetch and 
carry for me. I have sent her for water just at present. Yes, 
I have finished, all but the white sauce for the artichokes ; I 
suppose it is about time to make it too. What o'clock is 
it?' 
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' A quarter to eight' 

' High time, then.' 

She took up a spoonful of flour and an egg-sised piece of 
butter^ and put them into a small saucepan which she carried 
to the fire. Then she began to stir the mixture. Prospero 
grew interested. He followed her^ and stood looking over her 
shoulder^ craning his neck in order to see the contents of the 
little saucepan better, his hands behind his back. 

*Can I do anything for you?' he asked, for mere form's 
sake ; he was ready for dinner, and had no intention of getting 
himself unfit to be seen. And he was more than fit to be seen 
in his well-cut sombre uniform^ relieved, not rendered garish, 
by the bright buttons and stars and the three gold bands on 
each sleeve. 

* Yes,' she answered^ to his astonishment ; * you can fetch me 
a pinch of salt — there — just behind you, on the little cupboard, 
by the side of my book.' 

* Now drop it in.' 

He did so, and when she saw how awkwardly he set to work, 
a spirit, evil or good I know not, but of mischief certainly, 
entered her soul. 

•That wasn't very neatly done. See, you have spilt some 
into the fire, and it is unlucky to spill salt. Now, since you 
are willing to help, you can stir this ; stir well until it begins 
to simmer.' 

She stood by him while he did as he was told. The whole 
proceeding embarrassed him extremely. 

*Now I shall stir while you pour in this glass of water ; — by 
degrees, mind — oh, if you spoil my sauce ! ' 

He was flurried by her presence, yet, strangely, it was her 
very presence that p^ave him an old-world sense of quietude. 
He seemed so cut off from the rest of humanity, so alone, and 
so thoroughly at home with her. 

The voice of his task-mistress was shaking with silent merri- 
ment She was doubly amused because most of the women 
she knew stood in ridiculous awe of this grave man. 

* If they could but see him now,' she thought. 
She had to laugh outright at that 

•Am I not doing it properly?' he said, nettled by her 
laugh. 

* Perfectly. You can cover it up and let it boil a little. 
Meanwhile, you can beat up this yolk of egg in the sauce-boat ; 
don't splash ! No — this way — understand ?' 

The gardener's wife, Marietta, came in with her pails at that 
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moment^ and stopped on the threshold of the open door, gria^ 
ning a broad grin. 

Sant' Onofrio would have thrown up his occupation^ half- 
ashamed of himself. 

' Go on/ Arduina said. 

^ Now fetch the sauce from the fire. Yes^ it U thick enough. 
Pour it into the sauce-boat, only a little at first and vety gently, 
while I stir the egg in well. Put in this spoonful of capers and 
stand it here to keep hot till wanted. So we have really done. 
Bravo ! You are a most useful man.' 

* And you a most charming cook.' 

' You were not bound to say that, you know. I should have 
been just as pleased with you if you hadn't. Andiamo, we must 
go and wash our hands.' 

On the threshold there was a step to go up and two to come 
down on the other side before reaching the level of the passage 
that led to the dining-room. With one foot poised on that 
step, suddenly grown taller than Prospero, she turned and faced 
him. 

^ So if ever you are cast on a desert island, you will know 
how to make sauce HoUandaise for yourself.' 

^ An invaluable accomplishment in such an emergency. The 
ingredients, too, would be so remarkably easy to find on a 
desert island.' 

' Anyhow, you are sure not to forget ? ' 

His countenance underwent an almost imperceptible change. 

' No — ' catching himself up rapidly after an unnecessary two 
seconds' pause — * I shall not forget.' 

His eyes had travelled up to hers. As her glance met the 
little quick flame that sped across his opaque pupils, all the 
playfulness went out of her own, and the spirit of mischief 
went out of her soul. 

Another spirit^ unsuspected^ uncalled for, crept in. 
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The racket and confusion of a Roman dinner-table I How the 
men shout^ how the women squeal ! How often the maid lets 
the silver fall^ and how abusive is the master of the house ! 
They smoke at table^ they interrupt each other, they eat over- 
much^ and they find out innumerable ways of quarrelling over 
the banks, the House of Parliament, and the press, although 
they are of one and the same opinion : tliat everything is going 
to the dogs, and that the leaders of everything are fit for trans- 
portation. 

' Men like Us are what the country needs/ goes the round of 
the table, a mild corrective of each one's private thought, which 
is too crude for expression, ' A man like Me,' 

Of this particular party, old Sant' Onofrio was well up in 
public affairs ; he was the legal adviser of more than one great 
family, and had therefore seen more than one great patrimony 
crumble away in the hands of men sharper than the possessors 
thereof. Carelli, too, had grown old in the service of a bank 
that was slowly falling through the stupidity and inconse- 
quence of its director. His son gave himself the tone of a 
great journalist ; in reality he wrote a little poetic prose and 
a little prosaic poetry for a dying paper that was kept alive 
by spoonfuls of a millionaire's money — a millionaire who took 
a whimsical interest in seeing it yet alive. Arturo Carelli, 
besides, was in the office of one Renzi^ a well-known barrister 
and a senator besides. 

Olga Carelli-Turi, too, knew something of financial intrigue. 
Her husband had just lost thirty thousand francs in some 
fantastic speculation of his own finding. As he had not thirty 
thousand francs of his own to lose, his father and brother-in- 
law paid bistween them. Naturally enough there had been 
some unpleasant scenes in Casa Carelli. Tempers soured very 
much after these facts. Olga's child got slapped and scolded 
without much reason oftener than formerly, and a pair of large 
sapphire ean-ings she had disappeared. She told her friends 
they were locked up because her husband thought them unfit 
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for everyday wear. All her friends agreed with her^ and not 
one believed her. One was especially loud in her denunci- 
ations of some people's improvidence and foolishness : her own 
pearls had probably gone the same way^ for the same reason, 
not long ago. 

Arduina looked on and listened. She was the only lady 
guest besides Madame Carelli and her two married daughters 
Olga and Eugenia, so she sat at Prospero's left. It was the 
best place for her, he was so different from his people ! Being 
seldom at home, being naturally more refined, having frequented 
a society so much more select during his absence, he always 
felt more or less like a fish out of water when he came back. 
He cared very little about matters financial and political, and 
he found his sister, as a rule, the only congenial element in his 
family. 

During the meal he kept up a desultory chit-chat with the 
girl at his left He was glad she was there. She was a relief 
from the rest, her style was so different, and she could talk 
without shouting. Nor was she likely to make woebegone 
eyes at him all the evening if he forgot to fill her glass. 

On the other side of him was Olga. 

* Who hflis given us this flower P * she said archly. She was 
cilways trying to be arch. 

'It belonged to Signorina Arduina's bouquet I found it 
on the floor, and, as it was quite fresh, put it on.' 

* Yourself ? In that masterly fashion ? You will allow me 
to cast a doubt* 

He bowed. 

' As many as you please ; doubts do not alter facts. Besides, 
the young lady would not be flattered by your insinuation/ 

* Why not ? You are a great deal too modest. Why don't 
you exert yourself more .> I know flirting with a girl is no fun ; 
you have to stop just as you begin, or get caught in your own 
toils. But you, I know, would not mind this last calamity. 
You can't tell me the old story about wo inteiUion and so on. 
You are full of the most solid intentions, only you can't find 
a good investment. Your father betrayed you the other day 
when you were looking at Erininia Araldi with so critical an 
eye.' 

Sant' Onofrio's flush grew darker stilL Olga noticed and 
went on in the same undertone. 

'So you do mean to settle down. None too soon. And 
where could you find a more charming girl ?' 

' I have heard ' 
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' Oh, nonsense ! What you have heard ? Of course a woman 
18 a woman, and even girls are not blocks of wood/ 

' You were not, at any rate/ Prospero said to himself. 

'And once seriously in love ' 

Why did he feel this thoughtless slur on Arduina's character 
so keenly ? 

'No, no!' he exclaimed. *You misunderstand me com- 
pletely ! ' 

'Ob, you meant the talk about her convent.^ Nonsense 
that, too ! No girl in her senses would dream of the veil with 
a real live husband before her.' 

Again that feeling of angry uneasiness as if he were assisting 
at the violation of a place long held holy. 

Olga Carelli had taken a very cordial dislike to Gabriella de 
Simone, and it was unkindness towards her, nothing else, that 
prompted her warm favouring of the other, the unconscious 
candidate for the honour of Prospero's attentions. She was 
overjoyed at this occasion of putting a spoke in Gabriel la's 
wheel. A vague, impossible hope of hurrying the captain into 
compromising speeches before the girl returned from Rome, 
and of then giving her the announcement herself as a morsel 
of appetising gossip, filled her with innocent glee. 

'She is pretty, so aristocratic too. Arturo says there is a 
great deal of scenic effect about her. I don't exactly catch what 
he means by that/ 

'Neither do 1/ 

And he turned away from her, angry with the whole world, 
himself not excluded. 

He had known Olga for years and did not like her. Still, 
he had forgiven her many things for the sake of her bright 
ways ; her characteristic prettiness of manner ; her large merry 
eyes, where the sparkles bubbled and frolicked like sun-rays 
in spring on a mountain streamlet ; for the sake, too, of her 
singing, her quick little white hands, and her exquisite dancing. 
Altogether, though he knew many women he preferred, never 
before had she so irritated him. Besides annoyance, however, 
she had inoculated something else into his organism : a clearly- 
defined idea. 

She had hinted that among other things he could do, he 
might marry Arduina. The notion had surprised him; on 
second thoughts, why shouldn't he } 

He put his knife and fork down with a click. Over him 
hung the sensation that all those people were years and miles 
removed from a pressing reality felt by himself alone; yet 
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when he tried analysis and condensation^ he could not discover 
where the reality lay. 

Arduiua all this time had found other sources of occupation, 
if not precisely of amusement. 

^ We have a scandal next door^ did you know } ' began Carelli 
senior. 

'Yes; the disturbance in Casa Guidi?' All turned to the 
first speaker. The dear old man was an oracle on many matters. 
Early each morning he would start off for Frasso market in his 
worst suit, and dangle round, distributing a smile here and a 
question there. By this means he united three or four ad- 
vantages : he unearthed all the delicacies Frasso had to offer 
and got them cheap; he could leer at all the best-looking 
servant-girls and collect every bit of gossip worthy or unworthy 
of diffusion. So that if there was anything to be known, 
Avocato Carelli would be sure to know it. 

' I have been in bed all day/ said Signora Adele ; ' tell me.* 

' Oh, it is several days old ! It appears the daughter-in-law 
missed a valuable brooch last Monday. Four thousand francs 
she said it was worth. I don't believe it ; anything worth all 
that or half that would have been sent for a breath of mountain 
Air long ago in Casa Guidi. Anyhow, she made the greatest 
fuss. Had the police in ; had every one searched, up to the 
paralytic old mother-in-law ; then she used some vile language, 
packed up husband, child, nurse-maid, goods and chattels and 
all, and went off to Rome full of threats. I call that using the 
old people shamefully. They had received her like a daughter, 
cramping themselves up in their little box of a house, that the 
fine lady should have plenty of room.' 

' In conclusion, who do you think took the brooch ?' 

'That is the question/ with a shrug of the shoulders. 

'Her husband, to meet some mysterious demands. He 
spirited away one of her rings once before ; only it was 
during their wedding-tour, so she didn't think fit to take 
any notice.' 

* Old Guidi, more probably,' muttered Commendatore Sant' 
Onofrio, * if such a thing as the brooch ever existed.' 

He was busy with his fish-bones, his nose half-buried in his 
soup, and as he extracted them from his mouth, he put them 
in a neat row round the edge of his plate. 

'So young Signora Guidi has gone away?' cried Olga 
Carelli. ' So she won't be here for Ludovica's garden-party ? 
What a pity ! ' 

'/ won't regret her, for one,' grunted her father. 'Thejr 
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are a nasty lot^ those Guidis. I remember seeing father and 
son playing together at the Bernini and trying to cheat each 
other/ 

'I should be tempted to cheat myself/ chuckled Sant* 
Onofrio^ 'if I played with Guidi. His face when he loses and 
has to pay ! ' 

'That doesn't prevent Signora Guidi's being very pleasant 
to meet^ whatever her people may do/ cried 01 ga again. 

'A most delightful woman to my mmd/ simpered Arturo^ 
her brother. 

' And that settles the question about her, for of course you 
are a competent judge^' broke in Laura. She simply could 
not tolerate young Carelli. He obtained over her not easily- 
roused nerves the same effect that a bad smell or the sight of a 
toad produces on an unstrung temperament. So there were 
two large volumes of irony behind the single small one of 
playfulness her voice contained. 

Arturo Carelli at thirty was that most objectionable of all 
fools^ a learned fool and a wise one. One of his shoulders 
sloped more than the other ; his teeth were not good ; his eyes 
were sunken already ; one, smaller than its companion, could 
not open and shut properly. He had a broad forehead and 
a pointed chin. His tongue rebelled against all the r s and the 
Ts and the * s to be met with in speech. It never rebelled 
against a lie, however, and his alphabet was all-sufficient when 
there was a woman's character to paint black in order to give 
an impression of having received great things from her. He 
was one of those men that no tailor can ever make a gentleman . 
of; that all the patient labour in the world will leave as 
fundamentally ignorant as when he began learning. It was 
impossible to label and classify him with exactness. If you 
overrated him and took your precautions against him, you 
would soon find out it was worry thrown away; for he was 
morally harmless as he was intellectually insignificant, despite 
his pretensions. If/ however, you underrated him, you were 
liable to unpleasant surprises ; for you would suddenly find out 
he could turn round and bite. Long afterwards you would be 
forced by unpleasant symptoms into the conviction that he must 
have carried poison in his fangs. All things considered, an 
ignoble personai;c. Laura, who knew it, detested him; and 
Arduina, who felt it, snubbed him. 

The two officers, one of whom was her devoted Brusconi, and 
sat by her side, gradually began monopolizing Olga. That 
infuriated her husband (the man who from there being another 
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well-known Turi^ was known as * Turi^ Olga's husband '\ and 
he henceforth contradicted everything that was said to him. 

'Apropos of stolen jewellery/ began Sant' Onofrio, 'Emma 
Galanti is dead.' 

^ Dead ! ' was echoed by three or four who knew all about 
her; * what of?' 

'I don't know. She died on Thursday morning. Her 
mother tried to throw herself out of the window yesterday 
afternoon. Poor things ! ' 

*Who is that.^' asked Arduina of Prospero. He was in 
a brown study and did not hear her. Carelli answered in his 
stead. 

'A dreadfully sad story, Signorina. The Laccis had an only 
daughter^ who fell in love with Galanti. He wasn't over- 
respectable, but they let the girl have her own way all the 
same, and a little son was bom — a dear little fellow, wasn't he, 
Luisa ? ' to his wife — ' who used to come and play with Olga's 
Toto. One evening Galanti disappeared. Soon after, they 
found out he was in prison. He was agent, solicitor, factotum 
— rumour adds something else besides, slightly less correct — to 
a rich South American woman, a widow. Having played on 
the Exchange and lost, he stole some of her jewels (he had the 
run of the house, it appears), and pawned them. She tried to 
hush up the affair, but in the first moment of surprise she had 
given the alarm. When others suspected him, she dared not 
shield him any longer, for her name's sake, you see. So he got 
tried and sent to prison for five years, and the young wife has 
fretted to death. Her parents are very bitter against him.' 

* And no wonder.' 

Arduina's sympathy was always rather with the sinning than 
the sinned against. Perhaps in her deep proud purity, she was 
still innocent enough to consider no misfortune in her opinion 
superior to the misery of a stained conscience. 

* He must be suffering dreadfully now, though,' she said. 

' Serve him right if he does ! I wouldn't defend him if 
I were you, Signorina.' 

' I don't defend him. I only think, just because he has acted 
so shamefully that he is really more to be pitied than she who 
is dead.' 

' Well, I don't share your opinion.' 

' It is better to receive an injury than to inflict one,' Anluina 
concluded gently, almost as if she were speaking- to herself. 
Prospero watched her with admiration in his gaze. He was 
not used to women who had any opinion at all on abstract 
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matters^ still less to women who could speak out and be so 
quiet about it 

' In my young days/ said Carelli stiffly^ 'we used to say^ " It is 
better to eat than to be eaten." ' 

Here Arduina found an unexpected ally in Signora Carelli. 
Poor woman^ she was generally in need of support herself 
against one member or other of her terribly sapient and 
clattering family. 

' Signoriha d'Erella is quite right. She thinks of that poor 
'wretch's fate in the next world.' 

'Oh! oh!' laughed her husband^ 'I was just going to say 
how strange it was Luisa hadn't trotted out her Mass-book 
yet!' 

' Yes, yes, you may laugh,' quavered the fat old lady, who 
always had a grievance in spite of her cheerful proportions, 
who always considered herself under obligation to everybody 
in spite of her universal kindness. 'You may laugh, but I 
shouldn't enjoy being in your places when the Day of Judg- 
ment comes — among the goats ! ' 

' Better goats than sheep, mother,' said her son, and his tone 
passed the line of mere allowable banter ; ' for at least, if we 
get sent to hell, we can climb out of it.' 

' Let the next world take care of itself, so long as there are 
dinners like this in ours ! Per Bacco ! what a cook you have, 
Sant' Onofrio ! ' 

' Yes ? ' said the Commendatore, with the bashful modesty of 
the successful host ' But,' curiosity getting the better of him, 
' who made this sauce } ' 

Arduina sat in terror of betrayal, but Laura was ready. 

' Why, the same hand that made the soup,' she cried, and 
plunged into another subject. The children gigfi:led. 

But the white sauce so made — so rich, so like a cloud of 
white velvet — was a delicacy foreign to the orthodox Roman 
table. And the fish-soup had been suspiciously good. 

' Yes ; but who ? ' insisted Sant' Onofrio. He knew nothing 
had been sent for to the hotel, or the restaurant on the pier, as 
he had proposed. 

Arduina caught the corner of Prospero's eye and both 
collapsed. Laura too had to laugh, and the maid's mouth grew 
tremulous at the comers. All eyes turned to Arduina. She 
felt as if a dozen gas-lights had suddenly been turned on and 
were streaming into her face. She pointed to Prospero, who 
was shaking. 

'You, Prospero?' inquired his father. 
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He nodded. 

' I didn't know of this talent/ 

' Can you dam socks and iron shirts ? * 

'A sailor, cried Olga, 'must be ready to tarn his hand to 
many different crafts * 

' Against his being cast on a desert island/ pronoonced the 
captain^ finishing Olga's phrase, with a wicked glance at his 
golden-dad accomplice. 

She started off laughing again. There is nothing so pro- 
voking, if you are not let into the joke, as the sight of other 
people's fun. The faces turned towards the merry-makers 
were positively impatient. 

* I can tell you all about it ! ' shouted Nennella, with the 
importance of a child with a secret ' I heard the Signorina 
tell Laura. Prospero made it, only the Signorina held his hand 
while he stirred it.' 

' Bravo, child ! I wonder whether you will be thanked for 
your revelation, though ! ' 

The glance Arduina struck at Nennella shot her triumph 
dead. Laura took pity on her friend and came to the rescue 
by telling the story somewhat nearer the truth. It was soon 
out — Sant' Onofrio himself relating the adventure of the 
dismissed cook. 

The flush that Nennella's awkward interpretation of her 
proceedings had brought to her cheeks had died away, leaving 
her, in consequence, her usual colour, which was pale. Fatigue 
made her paler. She looked so composed and unruffled, 
though, and she seemed to have fvorried so little over the 
production of the dainty dishes they had enjoyed, that the 
female guests, who knew what their own state of mind was 
when they had any one to dinner, envied her ; the men, who 
had an even clearer remembrance of the evil tempers bom 
of such occasions, drew private comparisons. But she seemed 
so thoroughly and sincerely annoyed by the deluge of com- 
pliments and pretty phrases that the guests, being well-fed, 
thought it necessary to pour over her, that Laura tried to 
turn off the conversation, and succeeded pretty well. After 
that till the end of the meal, it was boredom for Arduina. 
Their talk was uninteresting, and Prospero chose to be absent. 

This was the first time she had dined at a regular Roman 
table, among a collection of regular Roman bourgeois ; the first 
time she had dined at any table away from home, school, or 
Maria de Simone's. And the experience struck her as very 
tiresome, the people as very flat. Laura was too far off for 
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conversation; the only other person who might have amused 
her had taken it into his head to be silent He was provoking, 
that Prospero of the Archangel's. 

Her thoughts wandered, in the intervals of Brusconi's 
inanities. She seemed, by a sudden gift of double sight, to 
pierce the veils of the men and women grouped around her; 
to see through the smart dresses and the unnatural smiles far 
down into the truth of things ; to the fierce, unmannered home 
strife, the sordid saving of suspiciously earned farthings, the 
suppers of salad and anchovies that fed the half-kept hands 
where rings blazed. And swiftly those discouraged thoughts 
crowded back to their usual centre — herself and her hopes. 
Constant conversations on the subject with Laura had drawn 
her more than ever lately to the Santa Croce scheme. Her 
new friend had approved of the Rules, had thought them 
practicable, with a few changes that actual life would introduce 
of itself. Arduina ought, therefore, to have felt a radiant sense 
of advancement and security, almost a foretaste of final suc- 
cess. Was it not an unhoped-for thing to have so soon found 
a fellow-worker, one who shared her own views so closely, and 
who was, moreover, a rational being on whose propriety and 
common-sense no one could cast a doubt .^ 

Yet she was dispirited about it all. What was the use of 
trying to raise the diapason of men's minds? There would 
always be the high and the low, the fine and the gross, the 
pure and the unclean, in spite of all effort, all activity, all 
sacrifice. What would remain of her work a few generations 
hence } There would be the same proportion between spiritu- 
alistic thinkers and materialistic doers as there was then, as 
there had been a few generations ago. 

What was the use of trying to stem the tide ? If she could 
find nothing in the world worth living in it for, if all her efforts 
and constant concentration would not better it much, why 
should she thus struggle and suffer? For the fact that she 
was suffering forced itself on her notice there and then, as she 
sat among her noisily gorging fellow-creatures. She could not 
spend her life among beings like these. And an instinct told 
her the same low level of thought, the same sneering at all that 
was not food and money, the same elastic honour would front 
her everywhere, everywhere — with perhaps worse or better 
manners — and bruise her to despair or callousness. Better 
return to her old project of entering a contemplative order. 
Very suddenly in that dull racket of raised voices a very clear 
vision came to her of the peace and quiet of a cloistered 
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nunnery^ with the daily thinning and wearing away of the 
carnal veils that shut out the sight of God from the eager 
soul^ the hourly resolving of that soul back into its simple 
elements. 

Oh, in the face of such a love and of such a result^ indeed 
all desire of fretful individual exertion, of visible^ tangible, 
perhaps useless, work appeared ridiculous, childish ! 

Santa Croce was a fad, and Monsignor Ferri was right 
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Like a liberation she welcomed the rattle of the chairs as they 
rose from table. What a long breath she drew, her lungs 
panting for the moist air that came through the French 
windows, as they emerged from the circle of vitiated air that 
had closed round the centre of the room ! 

They had coffee on the terrace. Arduina, however, stayod 
indoors, for she was half-stunned. Laura had pressed her to 
come out, and she had answered : 

' Let me stay by myself just a few minutes ; no one will notice. 
I feel a little giddy ; it will pass very soon if I keep quiet' 

' We have over-tired you to-day, poor child ! Stay in as long 
as you please; Prospero shall bring you your coffee, because 
him you can send away without ceremony if you don't want 
company. Don't come out till you feel better.' 

Wiien Sant' Onofrio came into the big room a moment after, 
cup in hand, she was lying in a great cane chair with a book 
on her knees. 

' You should Jiot read if you are gitldy,' l^e said kindly. 
' May I stay with you } ' 

' If you are not wanted out there.* 

' No ; my father is laying down the law about the African 
question. Bnisconi and Co. are amusing the ladies. Laura 
has been laid hands on by Signora Luisa.' 

* Poor Signora Carelli ! ' 

' How full of commiseration we are to-night ! W^hy poor ? * 

' Because she is bullied into non-existence between husband^ 
son, and daughters, it seems to me.' 

' You don't like the Carellis ?' 

' That is taking a great deal upon yourself. I never meant 
so much.' 

* Oh, you can say so if you think it. I don't like them 
either. That Olga was dancing at the bathing establishment 
Rotonda here before she was fifteen. And they are bringing 
up my step-sisters on exactly the same lines. How those 
children of my father's irritate me sometimes I' irrelevantly. 

Ml 
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' They are pretty girls, though/ 

'And aggravating. Do you hear Nennella's voice now in 
expostulation for more coffee ? She ought to be in bed/ 

He had a way^ peculiar to him^ of saying the most trifling 
things as if they meant volumes, and the gravest as if they 
meant trifles; and his quiet voice did Arduina good. 

Her eyes dropped a moment to the open page on her knees. 
It was the Interlude in Swinburne's Poems and Ballads. 
Strange reading for so monastic a little body ! 

* There you are again ; I shall hide your book. What is it ? 
English^ of course, that I may not understand.' 

'I thought you knew English^ from your sending me to 
Jericho so neatly the other day.' 

' Oh ! you remember that ? I hope you were not off*ended } 
An English lady taught me the phrase. I can manage naval 
books and pamphlets, but poetry is beyond me.' 

* This is easy/ 

He read a line or two. 

' You haven't a bad accent.* 

'So your friend Gabriella says. She offered to give me 
lessons — I think her aunt objected. Shall I read on? Will 
you correct me if I mispronounce ? ' 

He read a little more. 

' Don't say some/tng ; you can get the th all right when you 
remember. . . . Make a round shut o in golden, like our o, u, 
you unmusical man ! ' 

' What is meadow-sweet, Signorina ? ' 

She explained. 

' Oh/ turning the book over the thumb he had put between 
the pages for a mark, ' this is exquisite poetry ! Whose 
is it?' 

' Swinburne's.' 

' Never heard of him.' 

'He is well known, though. There is a suggestion of 
d'Annunzio about him, if you want to know what he is like. 
They have many things in common, views on art and all that. 
I am very fond of him/ 

' Will you lend it to me ? ' 

' With pleasure ; only you will bring it back in despair. It 
is not all as easy as this.' 

' I will try to make it out. How sweet this is ! — 

' By the dawn and the dew-fall anointed. 
You were queen by the gold on your head.' 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 205 

' Veiy sweet, only say queen, not quin.' 

He went on reading — to himself now, 

' Wiiat is a stile, exactly ? ' 

'A kind of passage over barriers in the fields^ with a step. 
They have none here.' 

She occupied herself with her own thoughts while her com- 
panion read. 

'In the infinite spirit is room 
For the pulse of an infinite pain^' 

she murmured as he closed the book. 

* What were you saying ? ' 

Arduina repeated the two little lines^ and as she said them 
very slowly^ for him to understand, there was a musical drag 
on the second infinite that made them impressive. 

Mt is true, that/ said Prospero as he adjusted his beard. 
< Shall I find it here too ? ' 

' Yes, in a poem called Saiia te Sanguine. It is marked by a 
tuiTiedndown leaf.' 

He put the book down on the tea-table behind him. 

' Will it annoy you if I smoke ? ' 

'Oh, no! Give me a cigarette too. I got into the bad 
habit of smoking when I was almost a child, and I can't break 
myself of it all at once.' 

* Why should you ? Few things are prettier than the sight 
of a pretty woman who smokes gracefully.' 

He passed her a Melachrino. 

For a few minutes they were silent. Arduina watched the 
point of her cigarette fade and revive as she breathed. The 
smoke and the stillness hushed her, cradling every discordant 
element in her to sleep. 

The voices outside, and the thought that she would have to 
get up and talk ere long, gave an extra charm to the instant's 
repose she had snatched. 

How nice it was of Sant' Onofrio not to talk ! What was 
he thinking of ? She scanned his face, every feature of it, yet 
she could not guess. And he, feeling her gaze upon him, 
lookedrup slowly and smiled at her, still without a word. Her 
warm blood, that was so lazy just then, sped a trifle faster 
through her veins. 

To float through life like this I Why was it that, as soon as 
one was comfortable, one had to move ^ Why should she move 
before bed-time, at least ? 
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The consciousness of having been alone with Prospero a long 
time made its appearance and embarrassed her. 

'Go out now/ she said gently; *I have selfishly kept you 
quite long enough.' 

It would have been politeness to have contradicted her, but 
he did nothing of the kind. Simply, he rose and sauntered to 
the door. There he turned to her : 

' It is so fine out, so cool. Come too ; come and see the stars.' 

And he went out. 

With the unreasonableness of a sleepy child^ she let two or 
three peevish tears cloud her sight Then she raised herself 
discontentedly. 

' Nothing lasts^ not even so tiny a thing as a pleasant posture. 
Why couldn't he stay, though ? ' 

Finding the cane lounge hard, she dragged herself up and 
joined the others. 

On the steps Prospero had met Laura with Olga CarellL 
They had turned back with him. 

' We were coming to look for you,' cried the latter. ' What,' 
mischievously, * has been going on in there ? ' 

' Coffee — and an English lesson.' 

' 1 see ; so you are acting on my advice ?' 

' What advice ? ' inquired Laura, not knowing. 

' I told your brother,' with her usual crudeness, ' he ought to 
make up his mind about Arduina d'Erella, since he is looking 
out for a wife. He might choose: worse. And she is in for it, 
too ; she follows him about with her eyes occasionally, I have 
noticed.' 

'What a lot of things you notice, Signora Olga!' He 
managed to get irony, admiration, and more pleased surprise 
than he was aware of, into his short phrase. Laura gave him a 
full glance ; he remained imperturbable. But every line in his 
face was familiar to her, was a page of history. She could read 
him like an old, long-studied book, and she saw many signs in 
his features that evening — signs that even he knew nothing of 
as yet. 

Next day was Sunday. 
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Nine-o'clock Mass in Frasso on Sunday and Jesta mornings was 
an institution. It required, first of all, a good deal of prepara- 
tion and bustle in order to start for the ' town ' in proper time. 
Then, it was an occasion for the display of new clothes. A 
certain class of well-to-do vulgar matrons were perfectly capable 
of presenting themselves at the place of worship in satin and 
lace. Besides this, a vast amount of long-shot love-making 
went on. 

A knot of beardless youths and of older coxcombs from the 
villas and the hotels stand round the door. They exchange 
opinions about the women's shoulders and giggle behind their 
sailor hats. 

Now and then a baby yells or a dog barks. That is nothing. 
Or sometimes a woman faints. That is rare good luck ; it takes 
a whole week of deductions and suppositions to ascertain 
whether it was the heat or some other more mysterious reason 
that affected her, and so keeps the population occupied until 
next Sunday. 

After Mass there is a general shaking of hands imder the 
miserable little trees in the Piazza. The girls group together ; 
the young married women form a scandal-hatching knot, with 
one eye on their small children, the other in the direction of 
their respective admirers ; and the elderly mothers stand round 
shaking their heads and commenting. The Mayor's wife, who 
is acid because of her three unmarried daughters, goes about 
from one group to the other, fancying herself in universal de- 
mand. Some three or four of the ' nicest ' young men join the 
girls; the others behave as they did in church. 

In this order, it is the right thing to go to the station and 
wait for the ten o'clock train — that comes on feastdays only — 
always crowded, always late. Amusing to watch the dressed-up 
shop-keepers' wives arrive, with dainties for their dinner or the 
meal itself in a large-patterned pocket-handkerchief or a bright 
yellow basket. They will have on their chains of reddish gold, 
their curiously worked, hideous ear-rings with paste diamonds 
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or a pale amethyst. You will notice that most of these dames 
favour a light woollen stuff of an uncertain tabby colour ; some 
of them, however, prefer shot silk for their blouses. Then, too, 
nearly every family expects a friend or relation to spend the 
day, who has been unable to catch the last Saturday evening 
train. And some of the girls expect individuals who come 
under neither head, and who, under cover of a wash in the sea 
and a bicycling trip, manage to carry on what is neither the one 
nor the other. 

The return from the station to the Piazza is noisy, generally, 
and joyous. An introduction here and a verbose explanation 
there. A glass of vermouth at the cafe while waiting for the 
post is another established custom. Sitting at one of the little 
tables and noticing who the So-and-So's have with them, 
wondering why that certain person should be there; trying to 
pierce why Bice looks so sulky and to what remote end Elena's 
best frock has been put on — all this goes to the making up of a 
most interesting experience. Thrilling, too, to watch who goes 
to the Grand Hotel and who to the Roma; who is bowed to by 

Princess d*A and who is unknown to her. Altogether it is 

worth one's while to go to nine-o'clock Mass ; so much so, that 
many who happen to miss that particular service quietly go to 
no Mass at all. , 

Though nine o'clock was early for the general run of Frasso 
inhabitants, it was late for Arduina, who was generally up and 
out hours before. 

She had sauntered to the garden while the rest of the family 
finished dressing in a hurry ; leaving her gloves and Mass-book 
on the terrace table, she plunged among the trees that morning 
as far as the little fountain, where she broke in on Prospero, 
who was teasing the gold-fish with a stick. It quite pleased 
her to see him. 

' Good-morning, Capitano.' 

'Oh, Signorina — up so early? How do you do? Do you 
know I am terribly cross this morning ? ' 

'Are you? You don't look put out. What is the matter 
with you ? ' 

I have to go to Rome for a day, and it must be to-morrow. 
I had a telegram this morning.' 

* Is it for anything unusual or unpleasant ? ' 

' No ; only I should have preferred staying here. Your last 
day with us, too!' 

' The last day ! Don't use such solemn expressions. I am 
nearly always down here, even when I officially live up-stairs^ so 
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ikat can't make any difference. Besides^ you bAve had only 
one day of my society ; by the time you have reached the end 
of the second, you may perhaps be thankful to be spared a 
third ! ' 

' You must not "Jeeshforr compleements," ' he said in his funny 
English. She came and stood by his side^ smiling her subtle, 
meandering smile, so strangely luminous. Sant' Onofrio kept 
on swishing the stick about in the water; it made a cool^ 
gurgling sound. It was hot already; but there, in the deep 
shade, where the sun was only just beginning to penetrate, 
the dew was still thick on the grass and flowers ; every now 
and then, at a breath or a touch, great tears fell from the 
trees. 

A drop or two fell right on Prospero's nose. She laughed at 
him. 

' '' In the greenest growth of the May-time," ' 

he said, 

' " I rode where the woods were wet. 
Between the dawn " 

' What comes next } ' 

* " Between the dawn and the day-time ; 
The spring was glad that we met.' 

' But what a memory you have, and how well you said it ! * 
she continued rapidly. It gave her a curious sensation to hear 
the man at her side speak English — the tongue that early 
practice had made the language of her stillest thoughts. 

He looked at her fully for a long minute, finding her good to 
look at. Then a thrush burst out into a little tnll just over 
their heads, and hopped from one branch to another. As it 
hopped, it moved the acacia leaves, opening a chasm in the 
dome of green. 

' Oh look, Signorina ! Too late now ! ' Sant' Onofrio cried 
with some animation. * You did not look up in time, but it was 
there a moment ago, the "sunbeam straight like a finger." 
You see, having to give you back the book, I learned- the bits I 
liked best.' 

'WJiat a fancy you have taken to those verses!' she said, 
looking up to where he had pointed. And looking up, her hat 
fell oflT. He went down on one knee, and she stooped to take 
it from him ; she had wanted to pick it up herself. 

^ Thank you. How careless of me ! ' 
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He did not rise^ neither did lie let go the brim of her hat. 
For the space of a heart-throb their hands nearly met over 
those few inches of straw. 

' You must not give me thanks/ he answered gallantly. * Is 
it not your right ? Are you not 

'' Quin by the gould on your 'ead " ?' 

She turned pale and cold. Afterwards she persuaded herself 
it must have been a kind of faintness. Having never in her 
life lost consciousness, how could she tell it was no faintness 
that gripped her heart so closely for a moment and turned her 
limbs rigid ? 

Long after Prospero had risen^ when to all probability he 
had forgotten his little speech, she made an effort to get out of 
her silence. Then it was that she found herself rooted to the 
spot as one is sometimes tied down in dreams ; that she found 
her fruitless effort to move and speak very like the frantic 
struggles our will makes in dreams to get obedience from 
torpid limbs and relaxed tongue. At last she uttered a sound. 

' Did you speak, Signorina } ' 

A fire, literally, flared up in her cheeks, so intense that her 
eyes moistened. 

The man marvelled at the great facility she had for blushing, 
hers being neither the manner nor the complexion of a foolishly 
coy damsel. And he wished she could colour up oftener, for 
the sake of the pathos in her face when the flame left it ; of 
the inexplicable pleasure somewhere in his own organism when- 
ever he saw that tide of rich young blood rise like a ripple lit 
up by the sunset, gurgle round her troubled eyes, and recede^ 
leaving three landmarks in a surface of dead white — a mouth 
that was a violent blood-streak, and eyes that were purple 
blotches — so like river-grass in the twilight, with a suggestion 
of lost gems bedded amongst it. 

Was Prospero beginning to be short-sighted that he saw so 
many wonderful things in a girl's face ? The slight haze that 
distance spreads before eyes just a trifle weak is strangely 
beautifying ! 

Or was the face before him really such as he saw it ? 

Or was he falling in love with it? Perhaps — last and 
unlikeliest hypothesis — he was growing artistic in his full man- 
hood. 

Who can tell ? 

All this because she had blushed so formidably when he 
exclaimed : 
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'Did you speak, Signorina?' on hearing her put forth an 
inarticulate sound. 

She did speak^ finally, and she said a wonderfully clever 
thing. Considering the time she had allowed to slip hy before 
producing it, too, the remark came rather late in the day. 

*You should not drop your **h's," it makes a very vulgar 
English. And you should say " queen," not " quxnj' ' 



. *' * 
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They went out in a boat that afternoon, Laura and Arduina, 
and they took Nennella with them. When they were about to 
push off from the shore^ Prospero sauntered down and joined 
them. 

The sea was a perfect lake in its hot calm, and they had to 
go out so far to find a breath of wind that the coast appeared 
like a beautiful green shelly and the white houses dotted about 
in the green like the pearls in it 

They did not talk much^ the three elder ones finding the 
child an impediment to any extensive conversation. Had the 
child been left at home^ Prospero at least would have found 
Laura one too many ; had they been alone, matters had gone 
so far within each of them that there would have been a greater 
restraint over them still. 

'Why are you so dull?' Laura had asked Prospero. *You 
should wake up and be polite.' 

' I am annoyed at having to go to Rome to-morrow.' 

' I can fancy so ; but thinking of it will do no good^ and it is 
only for a day.* 

' Yes ; I shall certainly be back at half-past seven.* 

'Then/ Arduina had put in, 'you will have company in the 
train. Signora de Simone and Gabriella return to-morrow 
evening. I shall tell them what good care you have taken 
of me.' 

After that the girls had kept up an irregular flow of small- 
talk. Prospero had teased the child almost to tears. They 
suddenly found it was late — had they really been out so long ? 
— and again a great silence dropped over them like a veil. 

' Let us turn,' Laura said ; ' the paranze are coming in ; it 
will be dark soon.' 

'Where,' asked Prospero, 'do you want to land — at home or 
at the port ? ' 

' At the port, please. I should like, if possible, to order some 
fish fresh from the boats.' 

' And I must go on board a moment, so our wishes agree.' 
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The sailor who was with them put the prow landwarda^ and 
they glided in as fast as the calm let them. 

Above, the sky was soft and many-tinted^ like a vast expanse 
of delicate fairy patchwork, and the sea under it had the colours 
of cold iron. Gradually the coast darkened, invading the sky 
in irregular blocks of deep brown carvin*?. Here and there a 
small red light peeped from the boulder-like masses of building, 
along the pier, twinkling like a land-star. Far behind Frasso, 
a deep, broad band of fire-colour was all that remained of the 
sun; and right in the middle of the harbour, just ahead of 
their own little bark, the immense sail of a dusky fishing-boat 
severed the houses of the port in two, its acute angle invisible 
in the fair light. There was no sound of any kind save the 
peculiar cry of the sea-birds and the sad moan of the wavelets 
as the boat cut them. Soon it grew darker^ more fantastic. 
Even the child was awed, and held her tongue. A great grey- 
ness had wrapped them round ; no mountains remained visible, 
not even Mount Circeo ; for the mist, still just violet from the 
sun's dying caress, was creeping on apace. 

In the gloom, Prospero let his eyes go the way they listed 
and feed on the face that pleased them. She would not notice, 
he thought, it was so dark. And the girl leaned against the 
mast. Why was she so miserable ? Again, like last night at 
table, the consciousness that she was aching and suffering. 
Why, too, that same disinclination to move or speak, that 
nervous dread lest the next instant should be different from the 
one that was passing ? A slight chill ran over her, and after it 
a vast temptation born of the eyes that were fixing her — one of 
the temptations that have driven saints to river-water and 
thorn-bushes before now — the picture of herself in Prospero's 
arms, the decomposition of her very flesh as his breath passed 
over her face ; and at the vision her heart seemed to stop with 
a sudden snap, like the bang of a door, closing out everything 
but the idea branded on her senses by that terrible imagination 
of hers. Quickly she pressed her right hand over the sharp- 
spiked bracelet she wore for penance round her left arm, an 
inch or two above her elbow. Tighter and tighter she let her 
fingers close on the instrument of pain that she had been 
taught would prove an instrument of salvation against the flesh 
and the devil. 

Tlie points wedged through the skin, and her lips paled 
under the torture. All she elicited from this supreme effort 
was a deeper rebellion, a sense of choking, a bitter desire of 
escape. 
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Tlie mist had reached tliem now. When the sailor Totone 
— strong, reckless Totone, tanned like a true son of the 
Mediterranean, yet tall and fair-haired as a child of the North 
— when Totone, unheard because of his naked feet, passed 
them to fix his lighted lantern in its place, the sudden little 
lurid flame dropped full on their two faces, betraying them to 
each other, flashing the truth through their two minds. 

The man and his lantern disappeared behind the sail, not 
before both had seen what it would have taken a complication 
of circumstances to reveal otherwise ; what it would now take 
them a lifetime to forget. 

Prospero stretched out one hand and gathered both hers into 
it, crushing them up together. They were like bits of ice, and 
his own were burning. 

Something very tender spread all over Sant' Onofrio's heart 
at the half-surrender of that young, small, pretty thing, so 
evidently loving and so thoroughly abandoned ; an uneasiness 
came up from his breast, rankling in his throat. 

A shadowy paraiiza passed them. Totone hailed it, and the 
noisy men in it answered. Their voices roused the four silent 
occupants of the pleasure-boat. 

Prospero let go his hold of Ard ulna's hands, giving them one 
quiet pressure that was like a prayer for trust in him, like the 
seal to a decision he had arrived at while he held them. 

She drew them away mechanically. Oh the helpless shame 
of it ! The shame — and the ungovernable throb of pleasure ! 

' It has been a lovely outing,' sighed Laura, shaking off her 
reverie rather unwillingly. ' Have you enjoyed it, Arduina ? 
We can have been but poor company for you who are used to 
Gabriella.' 

'I liave enjoyed it,' she answered, with a brightness that 
was feigned. ' I have always loved the water ; never so much 
as to-day.' 

She had had to clear her throat before speaking, for her 
voice too seemed to have drifted out of her reach, together 
with the other worn-out symbols of the Ego she had hitherto 
known. 

Nennella made some whining remark ; she evidently had 
found nothing pleasant in the gloomy sail. 

It was very late when they reached the port. The fish from 
the paranze had all been disposed of — sold, or put by for next 
morning's market, or packed in the neatly-arranged baskets that 
stood ready to be sent off to Rome in the mule-carts during the 
night. 
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And when they arrived at the villa, the Sant' Onofrios were 
gathering round the table for supper. A half-cold^ greasy 
supper^ prepared by the gardener's wife, that turned out a 
tiresome meal, with the over-silent elders and the over-noisy 
young ones. Arduina was glad when it was over; more glad 
still when eleven struck, bringing a legitimate hour for going 
to bed. 

Once locked into her room, she undressed quickly, leaving 
all her clothes in a heap on the first chair they came across. 
Hardly had she put herself to bed ere a heavy, log-like sleep 
fell upon her — the sleep of a narcotic — broken by fragments 
only of incoherent, anxious dreams. 

She slept thus all through the summer night, and late into 
the next morning. 
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Many days like those first ones, and in time weeks too^ as rapid 
as most and pleasanter tlmn some, slipped over Arduina's head. 
At the time of their passing she looked upon them as the most 
miserable she had ever known. Yet when they were over, 
those endless, enervating, delicious summer days of dream, and 
hope, and general awakening of her soul to its full capacity of 
suifering, to its highest susceptibility of feeling — she remem- 
bered them as the golden period of her life ; the period when 
the future was still in her own hands; when, if she constantly 
and strenuously kept back the warm flood of love that was 
pouring over her, she nevertheless knew moments of such 
sweetness as she was not to taste again for many years. 

It was above all else a time of struggle, sharp and bitter, 
because that struggle was the revolt of all the softer, more 
feminine, more voluptuous tendencies of her many-sided nature, 
against the iron hand of asceticism foreign to her temperament 
that had hitherto held her in check by sheer force of will. 

And she did not realize that she was watched; that the 
struggle in her own heart must necessarily betray itself by her 
almost hourly change of mood and manner towards Prospero. 
She did not realize that the impulsive warmth, the ill-restrained 
excitement of to-day, following close on the track of yester- 
day's studied coldness, were put down by the gossip-mongers 
around her, sometimes by the victim of these abrupt variations 
himself, to caprice, or to something less innocent than caprice. 

Her life was one continued up-and-down. In the morning, 
when all in the house were asleep except the servants ; when 
the sea lay dumb under the grey mist that promised burning 
heat later on, she would get up, and kneeling by the open 
window would try to wrap herself in the ardent prayer that 
came so easily a month ago. She would try to force her mind 
away from the noisy details of her new and too pleasant life ; 
away from the scathing influences that were working upon her, 
•and back into the quiet, safe recesses of contemplation from 
which her soul was battling to escape. She would strain every 
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nerve and faculty in her endeavour to grope back^ with bleed- 
ing feet^ if need be^ to the light that illumines without blinding ; 
to the fire that warms and vivifies without scorching. Some- 
times^ after long effort^ success would come to her ; a transient 
gleam of her past fervour would strike across her and strengthen 
her. But it was not her mode of feeling alone that was chang- 
ing, it was her mode of thought. She no longer saw things 
in the same light. The inevitable reaction of so much pre- 
cocious unselfishness and self-denial ; the hungering for imme- 
diate happiness when that happiness lay at her door; the 
rebound from an over-strain of abstract thought, from a too 
quickly settled determination of a kind that would have 
suited a tried, experienced woman^ which she could not be, or 
an altogether seraphic one, which she was not meant for, took 
place as she tasted the joy of free, healthy, careless life ; as 
she foresaw the ecstasy of being loved, which the poor little 
abandoned thing had always considered the one boon, the only 
reward she would ask of Paradise. No sooner did she rise 
from her knees, no sooner did she meet the sight of familiar 
objects, or the sound of voices heard at every moment of her 
day, than she would remember, with a keenness that was 
pleasure as well as pain, Prospero's last words to her ; the look 
in his deep, soft eyes ; the pressure of the hand, more pregnant, 
she noticed, for her than for others, that had marked his good- 
night of the evening before. 

One pressure of his strong brown hands she remembered too 
well — the one she had let him give her in the boat that far-off 
Sunday afternoon. How she hated herself for having allowed 
her fingers to lie in his clasp so passively ! How she longed 
for that warm, strength-infusing contact to be once again ! A 
sickness would come over her ; a consciousness that, try as she 
might to tear herself away from him, to persuade herself that 
her own particular duty lay elsewhere, still her fate would be 
to brave perdition itself if those quietly kind, unfathomable 
eyes chose to beg for such a proof of her love. 

The only positive result of all this inward wear and tear was 
lassitude — an ungovernable lassitude — and an impatience that 
was more weariness than anything else. 

Arduina was in constant correspondence with Monsignor 
Ferri, who, poor man, in spite of her absolute sincerity, could 
make neither head nor tail of the girl's state of mind. If all 
she had told him from the beginning of their intercourse were 
true, hers was a religious vocation of the most pronounced type, 
the more to be believed in s^ his strong-willed penitept ha^ 
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never stopped short at dreams^ aspirations, and vague longings, 
but had instantly embraced the sterner side of devotional 
practices; had taken herself in hand^ ruling her actions, her 
words^ and disciplining her very thoughts^ in a way that forced 
liiin to private admiration, sometimes even to expressions of 
praise. So, if she were convinced of her vocation, convinced 
that her duty really lay in the giving up of all earthly responsi- 
bilities and pleasures to follow the Christian ideal of a perfect 
life, why, with her sound common-sense and formidable will- 
power, did she thus allow the first sparkle of worldly amuse- 
ments so to blind her, the first temptation of worldly love so to 
unsettle her, that her very faith in God was shaken ? What 
had come over her? Write as he would, reason with her as 
he would, he could not persuade her that the golden horizon 
of love and happiness was a mirage, and the seeming usefulness 
which now struck her as possible even in an outwardly worldly 
life nothing but a huge temptation. 

'My dearest child in Christ,' he would write, varying the 
letter of his exhortations, but keeping the text unmoved, ' your 
last news has filled me with real pain, because I can so fully 
picture to myself the dangers amongst which you are placed, 
and your present inadequacy to face them. I assure you, you 
have my fullest, deepest sympathy, and the whole assistance 
— it is not much, but it is the most any one can give — of my 
unwoHhy prayers. Whatever small action of mine, too, may 
be found meritorious in our dear Lord's sight, is done for your 
sake. I quite understand that the change from the blessed 
peace and healthy routine of Santa Marta to life in the height 
of a fashionable watering season must have been unnervin'g in 
the extreme. Still, you had that in you, when you left — a gift 
for which you could not thank Heaven enough — that should 
have prevented you from falling into so unsettled a state — I 
mean the gift of prayer, and of absorption from your surround- 
ings. I would not wound you with reproaches at this trying 
time, yet I would have you faithfully examine whether no 
part of your general weakness lies in some fault of your own. 
There must have been a negligence of your ordinary spiritual 
duties somewhere, that has laid bare your soul's defences so 
that tlie enemy has surprised you in your sleep. There must 
have been some pride, some self-love deep down in your heart, 
that has displeased God's majesty and caused the withdrawal 
of His grace at a critical moment. 

' But all this is nothing. 

'Pid you expect to leave behind you all life's fairest gid^ 
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without one pang of regret ? Did you think God would have' 
anything to do with a sacrifice of yours that would he no 
sacrifice at all through having cost you nothing ? I^ook at the 
saints. It was not all smooth sailing for them. Try to lift 
yourself up in thanksgiving to your Divine Master, who is 
likening your lot to that of His beloved by sending to you^ as 
to them, the surest mark of His affection and vigilance — :pain, 
strife. Rest in the conviction that you will not be sent more 
than you can bear^ nor more than is good for you. Relax your 
daily rule of life in nothing, remembering that all may be 
obtained from Divine mercy by prayer and penance. You 
have had special graces : beware, beware of imperfectly corre- 
sponding to them ! Ten talents have been given you ; you 
must give ten more in return. 

* Above all, remember that your temptation is but for a time ; 
that when you shall have been found faithful long enough, the 
sense of security and calm will return to you. A little while, 
my child, a very little while, and then you will see again in 
their true colours the things that are troubling you now. Keep 
out of the current of fashionable life ; be as much alone as you 
can. You say music excites you and stirs up noxious thoughts 
in you; avoid it. Your father is not there, to whose wishes 
alone your rule of life ought to give way ; you have therefore 
no one about you who has any right to force you into a style of 
existence contrary to your soul's welfare. Madame de Simon e, 
if I remember rightly, is not an unkind woman ; she will not 
oblige you to accompany her to places where you are likely to 
be unhappy. Your friend Gabriella knows of your vocation, 
and Will understand your desire to lead a retired life. As for 
the world, the part that does not know you sufficiently to be 
aware of your decision is not likely to think mucli about you ; 
and the part that does, will only be edified by your adopting 
a manner of life consistent with the ideas and aspirations of a 
future nun.' 

Monsignore's letters were interminable, and generally had 
one only effect — that of freezing Arduina without helping her; 
so that for some time after receiving them she took no pleasure - 
in the society around her, without, on the other hand, mustering 
strength sufiicient to break with her new habits and jjpend her 
days in the cloister-like seclusion her director advocated. 

For it was not only the growing attraction for the grave, 
silent man who so evidently admired her, that was unsettling 
her plans and her very faith. She was assailed at the same 
time by a sense of discouragement as to her own powers of 
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accomplishing any work, df solitude, of distrust in tbe discern* 
nient and broad-mindedness of Monsignor Ferri ; by a sudden 
longing for care and comfort and enjoyment. Hers was not 
the temperament of an ascetic, although she had schooled her* 
self into the belief that the less her inclinations pointed in a 
certain direction, the more reason there was for her to force 
them that way. Now, all at once, flesh and blood rebelled 
against the material liardships of religious life. She thought 
over one privation after another, and her very soul recoiled in 
nervous terror. Oflen and often, when some music that slie was 
fond of was played, when some impassioned words were sun^, 
an overwhelming desire that they might be sung to her shook 
the foundations of her resolve never even to dream of human 
love. She wandered by the sea-side at sunset now and then, 
alone if she could manage it, and a disgust seized her for the 
full, anxious life of work and interior struggle that she had 
mapped out for herself. Then, too, she was well aware that 
her father would never consent to her following out her desire 
for a peculiar life ; that, ere she could even begin her work^ 
there lay liefore her at least three years and a half — that is^ 
until she should have reached her majority — of the old existence 
with a man who jarred on her nerves hourly, who was a fountain- 
head of irritation and contradiction. The prospect of those 
unending days, alone or in tete-H-iete with Angelo d'Erella, 
filled her with dread, and with a listless inclination to cut off 
all possibility of being so worried by deciding in Prospero's 
favour. Here was an e&sy, proper, and too delightful way of 
steering through her difficulties ; she need only stop her skilful 
fencing whenever Prospero approached, and allow Iiim to say 
the words she intuitively felt he intended speaking out sooner 
or later. He was too good a match for her father to object 
to him, and there would be an end in a few months to all that 
had inwardly or outwardly tormented her. Marrying Prospero 
meant to the girl not only love, not assured fortune only (which 
latter advantage in itself would have been a relief to her after 
the shiftless hand-to-mouth existence she had led all through 
her childhood in the grand old d'Erella Palace), but deliverance 
from trammels and petty tyrannies that had fretted her to 
heart-sickness and had made her old and crafty at seventeen. 
She would cease to strive after the hardest ; she would give up 
the erroneous notion that she was a being apart from others, 
destined to a superior mission ; she would be happy. After all, 
what was this feverish hankering after the highest perfection 
but an aspiration towards ultimate happiness? If she could 
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reach a happiness that was consistent with the consciences of 
so many^ without years of self-torture, would it not be wiser in 
the end ? 

If Arduina had had only her daily-increasing love for Prospero 
to crush or ignore^ she might still have gone on her way serenely 
enough ; and if only the allurements of a new, bright, pleasant 
existence had wounded her fancy, she might still have laughed 
at herself for a weak, vain creature, and have driven away all 
thought of finally yielding, as an inconsistent absurdity. But 
both such sources of doubt and disquiet opening up under 
her feet together threatened to drown every vestige of her 
soul's recently woven fabric, and to hurry the ruins of her 
former self into the troubled waters of the life and passion she 
had made up her mind wholly to avoid, or to cross blindfolded 
by a purely mystic love. 

Then, again, the innate craving for things supreme ; her old 
pity for the suffering ones of the earth ; the old scorn for the 
puny, trivial life led by the women of her country, whom she 
would have helped raise, by the influence of Santa Croce, to 
deeper thought, to higher grades of intellectuality, to finer 
shades of feeling ; the old wistful longing for something to fill 
her soul completely, would invade all else. She would read 
some of her notes written in moments of fervour ; she would 
look over the papers she had begun collecting for her founda- 
tion ; and the vast loveliness of contemplation, which seemed to 
her beautiful with the beauty of God itself, would take her 
breath away. She would drop on her knees, clasping over her 
face fingers that trembled with excitement, and a long time 
would glide away silently while she prayed on, soaring, soaring, 
until she nearly pierced the veils of unattainable Divinity with 
that marvellous strength of a warm heart and a pure spirit. 
No, all the inspiration within her was not put there for the sole 
end of her doing more or less what every other woman did. 
Women that were different from her could think of domestic 
felicity, of a man they loved, of a child that was their own; slie 
might not have this without the conviction that she had be- 
trayed a trust. No ; she was not made to merely superintend 
Prospero's dinner and to see that his socks were mended. 
Something else awaited her — pain probably. What then? 
Via Crucis, Via Lucis. 

Not long after such an ending to a day of struggle and 
uncertainty, Prospero's existence would force itself on her 
notice by some trifling circumstance or other. She would be 
leaning on a rustic parapet^ gAzing at the sea she so loved and 
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bad found so many new meanings to lately^ when the elegant 
black silhouette of the torpedo-boat would appe^ir rounding the 
end of the pier. Or she would be strolling on the road that 
led to Frasso, and she would see him a few yards in front, 
walking at his long, lazy pace, with his hands behind his back. 
Sometimes he would come upon her suddenly, at the station 
or the cafe, with a pleasant 'Good-morning, Signorina/ and 
A glance that had the power of cleaving her through like a 
lightning-stroke. Or she would come upon him in the garden^ 
on her way to his sister s, and he would turn round at her in 
sucfi a way as to prevent her escape, taxing his imagination to 
the utmost for a pretext that would keep her about him a 
minute or two. 

At such times her rebellious eyes, that had not, like lips and 
voice, learned artifices of expression, betrayed her very often, 
and sent Prospero on his way rejoicing. 

All through the middle of the summer. Captain Sant' Onofrio 
never spoke to her, never gave her an opportunity of accepting 
or rejecting him. Perhaps the 'bourgeois' element of caution 
was still stronger than his love, and he was watching her closely 
to avoid doing anything foolish. She was peculiar, to say the 
least ; she knew a great deal more than was considered good 
for a woman, and the difference of age between them was very 
great. He stood and waited. He was afraid of being rejected ; 
for all his hopes, lie found, were now gradually centring in and 
solidifying round the kernel of his new passion ; yet he knew 
that he could not be accepted without the throwing over of 
some plans that seemed firmly rooted enough in the girl's cool 
young head. Now, would she throw them over, supposing slie 
did so at all, because she had fallen in love with him, or because 
he was decidedly a good ' chance ' for a penniless girl in these 
un matrimonial days, when it is easier to find the diamonds of 
Golconda in the body of a fish than a presentable or unpresent- 
able husband in any place whatsoever } He knew enough of 
women's principles to be dubious about any mere appearance 
of heart and nobility and frankness. Was she all that she 
seemed, or was she merely clever ? So, although the longing for 
her threatened to grow into a malady, he waited and watched, . 

And besides these considerations of mere prudence, the 
position had a charm quite its own in the eyes of the almost 
world-sick man. She was making his summer a dream for him, 
and he loved the dream so well that he postponed acting, even 
if the removal of the incantation should have for immediate 
result that of making his dream a reality. 
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Prospero did not speak ; and being hardly a boy^ he behaved 
80 that none of his own family, Laura excepted, could guess 
what he was driving at. Not even the exacting Gabriella 
suspected. She had thoroughly drilled her mind into the 
notion that ' Arduina was the sort of girl apt to make Prospero 
uncomfortable ' ; that Prospero was * not at all the kind of 
intellectual man likely to please Arduina.' Sunt' Onofrio was 
really much more with herself than last year, and she lived in 
an ignorance that was, if not bliss, at least utter tranquillity. 
Laura, too, watched ; eager, sorrowful. Her faith in Arduina 
was so great that she was positive her brother was going to be 
disappointed. And the Commendatore watched. Stninge as 
it may seem, it was not his own son whom he read through 
and through; but the guarded, reticent girl, 'more than half 
a bun already.' He read her secret without, however, reading 
the struggle that was thinning her to a shadow. And he saw 
nothing in Prosperous line of conduct to threaten defeat of his 
own match-making; on the contrary, he too observed how 
much more he was with Gabriella de Simone this summer than 
last. Personally he was rather sorry it should have to be so ; 
he liked the new girl so much better than the Archangel. His 
wife, who had no sense, practically favoured Arduina. But 
there was no help for it ; one was poor, and the other was the 
richest girl in the place. Then it would be fine sport to defeat 
Carelli, his brother trustee, who was laying unsuccessful traps 
for Gabriella, that her fortune might make a mouthful for the 
fascinating Arturo. And he consoled himself as to the loss of 
a daughter-in-law he would have preferred, by musing over 
Arduina's originality and her headful of 'ideas.' 'She would 
never pay ; a great deal too far out of the beaten track ; learned, 
and all that kind of thing ; a troublesome girl to have for a wife.' 

From her father Arduina heard but thrice that season. Tlie 
last she received from him was one of the short, cold notes that 
always worried her. He cautioned her in it against dissipation 
and unnecessary cfxpense, laying particular stress on the fact 
that she had been sent to Frasso for her health and not for her 
amusement. That, however, she was to do exactly as Signora 
de Simone bade her, remembering that she was a penniless 
girl who would have nothing left her when he died beyond an 
unsullied name. That he would be going to Milan on Friday 
for a week, perhaps a month, or so, and would not be able to 
see her before leaving Rome. All this he told her. 

What he did not tell her was, that on the result of this journey 
to Milan depended his own ruin and his daughter's prospects. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



223 yiA LUCIS 

Steeped. in debts that were now pressings not even the interest 
of which was within his means to pay, he hoped to clear him- 
self by a fresh debt, that would at least give him time to aiTange 
some new combination. Would money be forthcoming in Milan 
more than in Rome ? Did he imagine that the rumour of his 
utter insolvency would not precede him^ and that credit would 
be obtained on the strength of old connections and friendships 
with the richest, most influential there ? He did not himself 
know. But he knew very well that his position in Rome was 
tenable no longer, and that of all the other cities of Italy^ Milan 
had the busiest, best-furnished market^ the most hostile, too, 
to the monetary as well as other operations of the capital^ and 
the likeliest on that account to favour a man who was hardly 
tolerated there. 

Had d'&ella really looked his position in the face, he would 
have seen that it was too late for anything but a stroke of 
fortune to save him. Or perhaps he did believe matters to be 
as bad as they could be, but he believed equally in the inevitable 
stroke of fortune. He could not look upon himself as ruined, 
unsuccessful, even in this last ambition of his life ; ,he thought it 
impossible for a man of his talent and energy to sink in a struggle 
of any kind, forgetting the foolish end of his military life, given 
up out of pique ; the abortive nature of his political career ; 
and, coming to things nearer home, the defeat of his own ends 
in his tussle with his wife ; the silently hostile way in which 
heart and will of the child he had wished to rule had slipped 
from under his grasp. 

So he formed this new plan of seeking money elsewhere. 
If Milan were recalcitrant he would take a trip to Monte Carlo 
and try that in a mild way with his last capital — that too 
borrowed to defray travelling expenses. His luck there had 
been phenomenal in other days, and had marked an epoch in 
the memory of spectators and croupiers. Losing one or two 
thousand francs could not materially precipitate his ruin, if 
ruined he was to be, and he might still win enough to set him 
afloat. Let him once be comfortable, and there was no end 
to the things he would do. One of his plans was magnanimous 
and altruistic in the extreme, and actually fitted in with his 
duty as a parent He would take Arduina in hand, show her 
round Rome, and get her married. Who would then dare to 
say he was not a good father, when, after having kept an 
English governess for her for years ; having had her education 
finished in the best convent that nun-ridden Rome could boast 
of; and having now sent her down, equipped like a princess. 
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to gad about in a pleasant bathing-place, he even thought of 
settling her for life ! If only half the parents who talked so 
loud about their children did as much for them ! True, Arduina 
might, if she had any sense, be doing something for herself 
down in Frasso. There was young Carelli, who was well off; 
and no one could deny the girl the merit of a pretty face. But 
then, her father swiftly added, she was such a fool that running 
away with a pauper subaltern was more in her line than making 
a proper marriage, advantageous to some one besides herself! 
Sant' Onofrio, too, had a grown-up son^ if he rightly remem- 
bered. Well, all that could be seen into later on. Meantime, 
Milan, and if that failed, Monte Carlo. Rome was too hot for 
Count Angelo that August, in more ways than one. 
He started on the 30th, taking his revolvers with him. 
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One day it chanced that Arduina stayed at home while her 
friends and the Sant' Onofrios went out for a stroll. She had 
shut herself up since mornings with a headache, she told 
Gahriella ; with an intolerable heartache, she would have told 
herself, had she stood in any need of being told. She had 
refused company, she had refused food ; and as there was an 
informal gathering of friends that evening down-stairs, which 
she had been earnestly begged not to miss, she had refused 
going out with tlie others, in order to rest a little more. 

But when she found herself quite alone, a restlessness lx>m 
of too much thought tormented her, until she caught hold of a 
silk scarf, the first hat she found in her way, and with them in 
her hand left the too silent house, bound for the beach. There 
was not a soul on the sea-shore. For one thing, it was late ; 
for another, Frasso pleasure-seekers preferred herding together 
in the dusky Piazza. Few Italians care for sceneiy. 

Arduina did. If anything could have quieted her, it would 
certainly have been the view from the shore as the twilight 
gathered, hurrying on before even the sun had finished setting 
that late afternoon in mid-September. 

The low sun was spreading a curtain of flaming and golden 
stripes behind the trellis-work of masts, and further, behind the 
dingy houses of the pier, when Anluina came down. 

She did not know whether Sant' Onofrio had or had not re- 
turned from yestenlay's trip — the last before leaving Frasso for 
that summer and taking the 1 1 3th back to Naples. By the Arch- 
angel's eagerness to go out, by the pretty frock that had been put 
on, she guessed he must have returned, as he had snid he would, 
about two, and have intended going for a walk with his people. 
As for making sure of his return by glancing at the port for the 
torpedo-boat, she would not allow herself to do it. 

From the post of his irritated patrol up and down one of the 
shadiest side<-paths of the villa, Prospero Sant' Onofrio heard 
the heel of her house-shoes beating on the stone of the garden 
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steps, and his heart bounded as if that little heel had pressed 
into it like a sharp tooth. 

Arduina stopped with a violent jerk when she saw him. It 
was more than a month since circumstances had thrown them 
together quite alone, and she was frightened at the change in 
herself from unconsciousness to an embarrassment beyond con- 
troL She paused^ uncertain whether to go on or creep away ; 
but he had looked up, and was coming towards her. 

^ Are you better ? ' he said, in a voice that clothed her and 
wrapped her round with its great tenderness. ' Are you subject 
to headaches violent as that ? ' 

' Yes — not always,' she answered. ' I am all right now.' 

'And they have left you all alone? May I keep you 
company ? ' 

* I — am not quite up to conversation/ 

' But you said you were all right ! ' 

'So 1 am. One may be all right in health ' Abruptly she 

caught herself up. Of all the unlucky speeches ! 

'I don't believe you have had a headache,' he cried hotly. 

'I would have you believe what I say,' she returned coldly. 

He had walked with her to the terrace. 'What were 
you going to do } ' he said presently. ' I feel remarkably in 
the way.' 

' I was only going for a stroll on the beach. I took a 
sudden fancy to sitting on the rocks over there ; it has been so 
hot all day.' 

Arduina looked as if the heat had more than knocked her 
up. In spite of the sea-bathing, her face had refused to tan^ 
and was distressingly white. Her eyes seemed to have dilated 
in sinking into their dark, hollow rings ; they were the biggest 
thing about her now. 

One would not have thought^ to look at her, that she was a 
conqueror, having looked Love full in the face that day for the 
first time and given him up after counting the cost. Alto- 
gether, she was calmer because of her decision — it does one 
good to feel strong ! 

' May I come with you ? * Sant' Onofrio repeated. 

'He too had come to a decision — now or never! He had 
grown bolder. Let her be seventeen years younger than him- 
self; let her be eccentric. After all, wherein did it lie, this 
eccentricity of hers ? In her unquestionable superiority. Let 
her be superior, unfit for the plain duties of a housewife ; on 
second thoughts, would she be so unfit for them ? Let her be 
poor; let her be a humbug or a hoax ; let her be a schemer if 
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she chose ; he had gone beyond this. He must have her^ that 
was all. Except his exifianc^e, whom he was afterwards glad 
to have escaped^ for many reasons^ he had regularly obtained 
every woman he had tried for. The mere thought of this one 
woman^ whom he did love as he had not loved the others^ being 
out of his reach^ exasperated his longing. In a few days he 
would be gone ; and it would be so hard to escape from Naples 
for any length of time ; harder still to get at the girl in her 
own house, where, he had heard, she was so constantly shut up. 

Now or never ! The more so as there was distinctly some- 
thing the matter with her. Had he delayed speaking too long, 
and did she, caring for him, think he had trifled with her.^ 
Was she in love with some one else ? One of the men she had 
seen about Frasso ? He ground his teeth. Yet it must be a 
recent * something ' that ailed her, for it was only some time 
after her arrival in Frasso that she had taken to looking so 
wretched. With what keen pleasure he remembered her rosy 
blushes during the first week or two — so winning in that com- 
plexion, in that face that was not meant for anything so fleeting 
as a blush. One occasion after anotlier welled up in his 
memory. It gave him a pleasant shock to remember that she 
had never coloured but for him. 

Could it be ? 

* Won't you let me come with you ? ' he said once more. 

* Well, come if you want to.' 

She thought to ward off any attempt at sentiment by beings 
perfectly frank and free. But her frankness and freedom just 
then were as unsuccessful as emotion could make them. 

She swept down the steps and sloping paths that led to the 
beach, swung open the noisy gate without waiting for Prospero^ 
and ran lightly over the moving white sand, still burning with 
the heat of the day, to where the beach was firm and brown. 
Sant' Onofrio was by her side in an instant. They turned their 
backs to the glowing pier and their faces to the rocks. It was 
a very short walk, and they took it leisurely. Prospero crossed 
his hands behind his back and adapted his pace to hers. 

' You have been unkind to me, Signorina,' he said presently, 
in a matter-of-fact way, perhaps all the more intense for that. 

' What a sepulchral tone ! ' she answered airily. ' How can 
I have been unkind when I have barely seen you } ' 

'You have found time to treat me badly even in these few 
minutes.' ' 

' Do you call this bad treatment — being allowed to take me 
out for a walk ? ' 
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'Ah, but why did you let me come? Because you thought I 
should be hurt, offended, if you refused, and you cannot bear to 
vex or give pain. Isn't that it ? ' 

Very cuttingly she turned upon him. 'Do you want a piece 
of sage advice ? Never sift questions that are best let alone, 
people's feelings concerning you and the like ; the results are 
akin to those of eavesdropping, one hears disagreeable truths 
now and again.' 

They were standing just where the tiny ripples kissed the 
unresisting shore and then ran back with a chuckle, as if they 
were at once afraid of and pleased with what they had done. 
The extreme stillness of sunset — the stillness of expectancy, 
Prospero thought — hung over the sea; only there in the great 
mulberry trees far up the cliff it was the rooks' bedtime, and 
the young ones were noisy about it. The old cliffs seemed to 
frown darkly at the disturbance, and the little towns on the 
far hills to smile at the faint echo of it that reached them in 
their blue nests. Mount Circeo stood up erect, its Sphinx-like 
profile cut in sharp, proud distinctness against the pale sky, its 
eternally unspoken answer held fast under its claws. The sun 
was bleeding to death in the west. 

Sant' Onofrio folded his arms and set his teeth firmly. The 
girl had her big eyes on the fretful water ; she seemed fathoms 
away from him, and he wanted her so keenly ! 

He stood a long time silent, elaborating a plan of conversa- 
tion that would lead to the subject gently; and Arduina did 
not notice what an eternity it was since they had spoken last, 
for battling with the joy of only feeling him near her. 

At last he found the stepping-stone phrases he wanted, and 
opened his mouth to utter them. But they would not come. 
His tongue and lips were parched, there was a film before his 
eyes. 

Then he screwed up all his faculties and all his courage into 
one gigantic effort ; his voice returned ; he came two steps 
forward and began. 

But the words he uttered were very far from those he had 
prepared — so far and so different that he did not recognize his 
own voice, and listened while he was saying them as if it were 
some one else who spoke. 

' Arduina ' 

She shivered all over as she heard her name from his lips, 
without a prefix, in that tone. 

* Arduina, is it possible you have never guessed } Won't you 
guess now ? Won't you be kind ? ' 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



228 VIA LUCIS 

' For a moment she was so startled at the suddenness of it 
that she felt nothing. 

* How dare you ! ' she murmured feebly. 

He was losing presence of mind rapidly now the first step 
was taken. She stood on a flat piece of rock, and he started 
eagerly forwards, catching hold of her wrists, bending over her 
hands that he tortured in his mad grasp. 

' Believe ms, believe me ! I have loved before — never like 
this ! I love you, and you knew it ! ' 

As his lips met the flesh on her pulses^ she gave a great back- 
ward starts and remained at bay, panting, one hand upon a 
great rock that towered over her. 

'Oh, what are you doing .^ You don't know what you are 
doing ; it must not be ! ' 

' It must be ! ' he cried. 

She did not answer, and her impassibility reacted upon him. 
With his elbow against the cliff and his temple on one hand, he 
spoke to her again — calmly. 

' Listen ; other men — ^younger, pleasanter men, will lay their 
life at your feet ; they will be worth six of me most probably ; 
no one will love you like this. Ah ! you don't know what my 
life has been, so fortunate on the surface, so lonely deep down ! 
I know the life a sailor has to offer his wife is wretched. I will 
throw up my career for you to-morrow if the shifllessness of it 
— here this morning, there this evening, now in one port, now 
in another, now alone — were to alarm you. Arduina, love me, 
if you can ; try to. I love you, I have loved you since the day 
I saw you ' 

' I have given you no reason to speak like this,' she inter- 
rupted, trying if hauteur would Iiide the truth. A few minutes' 
pain, she told herself, and she would have won ; she would be 
free. Miserable, perhaps, for a time, but unflinching in her 
duty. Should she let God find her wanting } For the sake of 
a few caresses, should she fall from her place of honour among 
those who have fought and won, who have worked and 
suffered } Never ! should death be the price of victory. And, 
indeed, death she would have considered preferable, in her 
young recklessness, just then, to what she had before her. 

'1 am very sorry this has occurred; don't let it be re- 
newed.' 

What could he say } What could pleading do against that 
invulnerably quiet dignity that could repel so easily, all uncon- 
scious of the pain it was inflicting ? He felt his hopes icinf^ 
under her chill words. Was she a living lie, then^ with all that 
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show of morbid sensibility, that she could blast a man's life and 
feel no throb ? She was examining the thumb-nails of her 
clasped hands. 

'Will you,' brokenly, 'in time, when you have thought it 
over ? ' 

' No ! I cannot change my mind, and I will also tell you the 
reason. I told you almost the first day we spoke to each other 
that I had chosen my path in life, and that nothing in the 
whole world could make me depart from it Not that I don't 

know what love is, what love means ' She paused a moment 

with a short gasp and went on with an effort : ' I am so sorry 
for you. If I loved you, even, it would make no difference; and 
I don't love you.' 

There, it was done. The rest came easier after that. 

' You don't love me ? I did not think you would have sent 
me away so decisively. Surely a man's whole love is better 
than a convent } ' 

The hard yellow grains of the sandstone boulder ground 
themselves into her flesh, so heavily did her hand lean upon it. 

' I suppose you may leave me to be the only judge of my 
opinions and preferences.' 

' Still, I fancied sometimes that you did care for me a little. 
That evening in the boat, so many Sundays ago, when you let 
me have your hands to hold.' 

A quick contracting of the eyebrows and a gradual numbness 
all over her stiff limbs. 

' It is not fair, not manly of you to bring forward such 
things. I was tired, nervous, not quite myself. Why have 
you remembered that weakness of a moment ? ' 

He looked up eagerly. 

'You are tired now; you are unquestionably nervous, and 
you are certainly not your own bright self. Have another 
moment's weakness, one little word ! Arduina, beloved, sweet- 
est, little one, I shall take such care of you ! Come ! ' 

He held his arms out, and he would have taken her to 
shelter. Oh, fate was*, cruel ! Why not to another this stern 
duty of renunciati'>n ? Why to her, who could have loved so 
faithfully, who would have given ten years of her life once for 
one day's love ! He had come quite close to her. 

' Leave me, leave me,* she said hurriedly. ' I have never — 
noticed you — in that way — you must have made a mistake.' 

' Ah, yes ! I can see that.' 

The pain in his voice was so keen that she could not stop 
herself: 
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' Perhaps we liave both made a mistake.' 
He looked up again. 

* Do you mean that I have turned out different from what 
you thought I was ? That I have disappointed you ? ' 

' No,' she said. 

* Then what is it you do mean ? ' 

' Go away — oil ! please leave me ! If you care for me at aD, 
leave me.' 

' Tell me, are you in love — with some one else ? ' He read 
the dumb misery in the reproachful face she tuimed to him ; 
read it wrongly, and was subdued by it instantly^ more than by 
all her words. 

' Must I go like this ? ' 

' How else } ' 

He would have kissed her. Once, only once ! She felt his 
meaning. 

' Oh no, no ! ' she cried in terror. Let him draw one step 
nearer, and she would fall at his feet with the story of her 
love. 

' Not even that ? As you wish ! * 

' Won't you leave me, please } ' 

' Very well.' He was too stunned to bear any more, or to 
argue any further. And he left her without another word. 

When he had gone about two hundred yards, she saw him 
pause, bend his head over his hands a moment, and come 
quickly towards her again. But for the rocks, she would have 
fled or have hidden herself. She would hardly have had time, 
however, for he sprang to her and grasped her by the arms, 
just above her hands. 

^I am not a boy,' he said in a dull, hoarse voice; 'and I 
never make unnecessary fusses. Frankly, I am surprised at 
myself. I did not believe myself any longer capable of such 
love as you are wasting. Again I tell you, I am not a boy, and 
if you still refuse, you will not be troubled by my presence or 
my importunities. You will see very little of me, and I shall 
not again ask you what I have asked you to-day.' 

He hurt her, grasping her like that, but she was glad of it 
She looked him full in the face, she thought of her silent vow, 
and balanced the vow for a moment — the far-away Ideal, the 
strong Love that stood so near. 

' No,' she answered, more wearily that she had yet spoken. 

He flung her hands away from him and was gone. 

' Your God forgive you ! ' he muttered as he left her. 

As far as her eyes could follow him she could see his 
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shoulders heave, and she knew that he was sobbing in the 
waywardness that had never been thwarted, over the dream 
she had broken. * 

It was all lovely as before, only the sun was dead and the 
greedy sea had sucked up all its flaming blood ; while the calm 
that hung over the grey world now seemed to Prospero the 
stillness of doom. 

Arduina looked at the thin red streaks round her wrists, that 
would be purple to-morrow and motley the day after. One 
thing only was quite clear to her — Prospero was gone. 

' I shall never ask you again.' 

She pored over the words, believing them, hating them. 

The sea stirred just then, as if a great tremor had passed 
under it; the tide began to rise, the wavelets to play and 
gnrgle round her feet. 

Why had she done it ? 

What was the good of anything she could do ? Where was 
God? Did He really require this of her? The saints had 
resisted many temptations ; they had given up love when they 
had none to give up. Was love of the kind she felt a tempta- 
tion or a right ? Had she been touching the borderland of 
heroism, or had she done an irremediably foolish thing ? 

If really she had acted rightly, heroism was a dreary thing, 
and life was better without it. 

The sky grew greyer and greyer, the air cooler and cooler. 
She tried to think, tried to invent a compromise that would 
give her both Prospero and a satisfied conscience, only to find 
herself stupefied. Who could tell her what was right ? 

And a name, the usual name — a clue to the disentangle- 
ment of her wearying problem presented itself to her mind — 
Monsignor Ferri. 

* If Monsignor Ferri knew ! ' she told herself eagerly ; * if I 
could really and thoroughly explain, I am sure he would under- 
stand. And I can trust him for only suggesting the more 
perfect course. If he were to release me from that rash vow of 
mine — it isn't really a vow, only that I had made up my mind 
— if he too — Oh, he is sure to leave me free I ' 

She paused in her half-uttered reasoning, her fingers knotted 
together, a feverish gladness in her eyes. Then she started 
off at a brisk run all the way home, across the moving white 
sand, up the steps and sloping paths to the terrace, till she 
found herself face to face with Prospero, who had thrown him- 
self on the bench there and was worrying his cap. She came 
to him flushed now, breathless, and so full of her own charm 
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that he groaned. To her heated imagination the few grey 
hairs above his straight forehead seemed multiplied by the 
thousand. 

Arduina laid the tips of her fingers on the edge of the round 
table that separated them. It was an awkward task she had 
set herself. 

'You told me something just now/ she said unsteadily. 
* Yes/ he replied calmly, rising when she spoke to him. 
' I mean, you asked me a question.' 

*Yes/ he said more firmly, 'and,' somewhat proudly, 'you 
gave me an answer too.' 

' Sant' Onofrio ! ' she cried, and his whole soul quivered as 
he read the appeal in her face. ' I behaved hastily I Would 
you mind not taking those words of mine as an tdtimaium, 
waiting a little, giving me time, a day or two — please } ' 

'If you have any idea that your decision will remain un- 
changed in spite of the reprieve,' he said a little sternly, ' then 
yes, I do mind. I would give a great deal to avoid a repetition 
of — of to-day. Remember, I offered you time, and you would 
not take it.' 

'It might be different, or I should not ask. How can I 
tell?' 

' In that case, best, dearest, not three days, but three years.' 
He .went round to where Arduina was standing, and bent 
forwards, leaning his knuckles on the edge of the table. 

' Have you no idea what your conclusion will be } ' Then, 
with a sudden burst : ' Oh ! if you knew what it is to love at 
niy age, with nothing before you if this love be lost ! Child, 
child, try to understand — to have pity.' 

She lifted up to his a pair of eyes that she thought expression- 
less and cold ; but there lay in their depths, where the torment 
was, such a look of positive hunger, that Prospero would have 
clasped her to his heart but for the quick droop of the eye- 
lids and the careless : 
' I will try.' 

In after years he forgot the words she spoke, the place, the 
outline of the girl's figure in the summer twilight; but the 
crushed, suffering passion of the eyes that had conquered him 
haunted him through life. 

Arduina wrote to Monsignor Ferri that same evening, while 
Maria de Simone and Gabriella went on alone to the Sant' 
Onofrios. 

' I shall join you later,' she had said ; ' I mtul get this letter 
off my mind.' 
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'Mind you do come/ had been Gabriella's rejoinder. *If 
you are not downstairs by half-past ten, I shall come up for 
you, and scold you all the way back/ 

The Archangel, though, was not sorry that her friend should 
stay behind. She would have Prospero to herself for an hour, 
and it might prove one more golden opportunity before he 
left of showing him how charming she could be. And it 
was much more agreeable to carry on this branch of Prospero's 
instruction without the black looks of Arduina, who was always 
'wigging' her, she complained, for her over-forwardness with 
Captain Sant' Onofrio. 

• You will never produce an impression, if that is what you 
want to accomplish,' Arduina was always saying, ' by running 
after him.' 

As if her behaviour tasted of running after Prospero ! As if 
she would run after any man ! But this year, the perspicacious 
Archangel flattered herself, some slight impression had been 
made. 

On that particular evening, however, disappointment awaited 
her calculations. Only what she styled the insignificant' 
Sant' Onofrios and Arturo's lisp were as yet on the teri-ace. 
Laura had gone for a turn in the cool of the shadowy garden, 
and Prospero had followed her. 
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* Padre/ cried the scratching pen-nib as it hurried feverishly 
over the paper^ ' I think you have misunderstood me ; I fear 
my last letters have not been open enough. And to-day I 
must be candid to the very bottom of things, because the 
temptation I told you about has reached a crisis. I have 
fought and fought until I can fight no longer. Is it necessary, 
all this fighting ? Captain Sant' Onofrio has spoken to me of 
his love this afternoon, and I have asked for a few days' time 
before giving a definite answer. But I know even now how it 
will be. Father, I cannot help it because I love him. I know 
you expected higlier things of me; I know you will be 
displeased, grieved. I have fallen basely at the first trial. 
We both lioped for better things of my poor self. Perhaps I 
exaggerated my own strength or the strength God meant to 
send me, when I made up my mind to renounce love so as to 
be perfectly untrammelled in the work I meant to do. Had 
I the right to forego what I knew nothing of? Do not tell me 
my vocation forces me to put this love aside. I am afraid I 
could no longer do it, it has so grown into my life. Can I not 
love God and serve Him to the utmost of my power without 
plucking out of my life this first beautiful thing that has come 
to it.^ Would it not be wilfully casting away one of God's 
most precious gifts — a gift sent me by His goodness to show us 
that the life I had chosen, thinking it His Will, was not the 
one for me after all ? 

' Or are these reasons of mine mere sophistry to shirk a cruel 
burden ? 

* Must my hope of making hundreds happier in the far future 
justify this beginning of makhig Prospero miserable } For he 
does love me. Father; and he is not a boy, who would have 
forgotten all about me next month. 

'Then, too, Gabriel la's hopes of happiness would be blighted^ 
at least for the present, by my marriage Mith Sant' Onofrio. 
She still thinks of him. Somehow, though I am positive he 
never thought of her before my arrival, yet I feel as if I were 
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taking away something that is hers by right. It is only a fancy^ 
but it adds to my perplexity. 

' Help me^ Father, lielp me ! I will sacrifice all, even now^ 
if you tell me I must; but oh ! I beg of you, if your conscience 
sees the possibility of it, put me at rest by telling me I may 
yield without a weakness that would be guilty ingratitude on 
my part, having received so much light and love from Almighty 
God. 

' After all, it is not tin that is the alternative, and I am veiy 
tired/ 

She went in search of the gardener when her letter was 
finished, and found the man on his way to his ckdlet to bed. 

'You will post this in time for the first train to-morrow, 
please, Cesare/ she said. The man promised, being fond of his 
young mistress, — his unobtrusive young mistress, — who always 
had such a sunny glance for him and so pleasant a word for the 
baby. But he slipped the letter into his pocket and forgot all 
about it in spite of his devotion. He found it there a week 
later, and posted it only then. 

While Arduina was writing, Laura had walked down the 
long avenue with her brother, silent, for she felt he was in 
trouble. It was one of those intensely quiet evenings when 
even our own soul seems motionless. 

' You were right,' Prospero began after a moment. * I have 
been crying for the moon.' 

'You have spoken to her, then ?' 

' Yes. She has not quite said no ; but it is going to be that, 
you will see. I am not lucky.' 

In a few hard words he repeated the afternoon's conversa- 
tion with Arduina. Laura pressed her cheek to his coat-sleeve 
and waited for him to go on. She had striven with herself 
and had conquered, since her idolized brother had taken her 
into his confidence. What if Arduina were to fall from her 
radiant pinnacle, to abandon her transcendentalism ; if her own 
Prospero were to be the means of wrenching from her the 
strong young life full of inspiration and purpose that had 
beamed into the dral)-colour of her own with the promise, so 
long awaited, of work and wider usefulness than ordinary 
existences offer, of deeper content than her lot would other- 
wise give her? But her heart had not long been divided. 
And now it was sincerely that she hoped ArJuina would not 
make Prospero unhappy, even if her becoming Prosperous wife 
and abandoning Santa Croce, going away with him, would 
mean for herself another station out in the cold. 
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' You were right in many things, my sister. She is not the 
type for me ; I am out of my depth with her. She is full of 
motives — mysterious things that I know nothing of; hopes, 
ideas that are altogether beyond my sphere of thought; she is 
a fatiguing character — would hardly make a reasonable wife. 
Couldn't do it if she tried ever so hard. Even supposing she 
loved me, I could be so little to her, and so little with her, how 
long would her love last ? She is a child ; a clever one, but a 
child. She will just be beginning to be a woman when the 
last vestiges of what little youthfulness I still have will be 
buried for ever. She will find a weary, middle-aged man who 
has his lifetime behind him at the very moment when a 
companion in full health with all before him would be essential 
to her. And then.^ Alone as my career must often force me 
to leave her, with her warm, excitable temperament, her youth, 
her beauty, and her immense charm, where should we be? 
Arduina is extraordinarily religious. I never yet knew religion 
to save a woman who was tempted. She is not the wife for a 
sailor ; I should never be sure of her. Of her, perhaps, but not 
of what the first clever adventurer might be driving her to — 
you know the kind I mean — those men who can talk.' I have 
made a fool of myself. Then, I am not sure of my own 
constancy either. I love her madly enough now ; would it be 
the same once I had her ? Am I the man to live in a state of 
acute love ? And her love, if she love at all, will be in the 
acute stage as long as it lasts. I should get tired of it before 
long, all this poetry and romance ' 

' Prospero ! What is it ? ' 

He had stopped in the middle of the path, where the gravel 
was thickest and groaned under his feet. Delicate threads of 
moonlight zigzagging through the acacias that did not quite 
meet above their heads revealed a face drawn as if by some 
sharp, new pain. 

' Don't speak to me ! ' Then he walked on. ' She has cast 
a spell over me ; I wish I could shake it off.' 

Laura felt all her powers of consolation paralyzed. 

' Povero Prospero mio I ' she murmured. 

He stood a long time immovable, thinking. As he thought^ 
his misery grew and grew until he felt that he must fling 
himself down and cry like a girl-child ; until his brain was on 
fire with imagining the sensations that might arise in him were 
he loved by her ; the ecstasy he still had it in him to know 
could he hold her close enough to have her warm white arms 
about his neck, her delicately rich lips branded on his. Some 
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one laughed on the terrace — and again that heavy silence of 
mid-September, with the grasshopper's doleful screech. 

They got down to the paddock. A fairy seemed springing 
there out of each blade of grass. On the oily water, beyond 
the silver-coloured sand, an illuminated boat was gliding; 
some one in it had a mandoline and was touching it softly. 
The stars had turned very faint in the great moonlight. 

Pausing in his slow walk, Sant' Onofrio turned his face to 
the sky. 

^ I thought I should have died for — the other one — when she 
gave me up. Yet I never dreamed of feeling in her presence 
what Arduina makes me feel. You may judge by that whether 
I love her or not!' 

'Still,' his sister hazarded^ 'if the girl had only asked for 
time to think it over, she has not really given you cause for 
unhappiness yet.' 

In her own heart she held a different opinion. Arduina, 
she argued, might have been surprised into consent, through 
the dread of giving pain, that was her bugbear. But left to 
fight out her own battle alone, with no pleading presence to 
sway her^ with nothing but her own conscience as umpire, 
Laura foresaw that a refusal was certain. 

' Go away ! ' he said, turning on her almost fiercely. ' Go 
home, haixxrs. ! It is getting damp for you out here.' 

She understood his wish to be alone — Prospero was so seldom 
imperative that his state of mind must be bad indeed when he 
was so to her — and she turned away at once, with a sigh, 
nevertheless. But he called her back. 

^ If they want me, you can say I have gone to the hotel to 
hunt up some one. Or you can say I was cross and am gone to 
bed — to the devil — anything you like.' 

Arduina, having j ust then delivered her letter to the gardener, 
was preparing to join her friends. But she had got through 
her writing very quickly ; it was not ten o'clock. When she 
found herself in the garden, weirdly bright with the smile of 
the full moon, a nervous dread seized her of facing the Sant' 
Onofiios' giant lamp, with its orange shade of crinkled paper ; 
a weariness of the sound of everybody's voice; an intense 
desire of protracting that moment of a freedom lately grown 
so unusuail. The contrast between the icy moonlight and her 
own hot blood did her good ; she would stay out for a while 
and get a little more self-control before meeting Prospero 
again. 

She too reached the paddock ; and for the second time that 
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day came upon Prospero when it was too late for retreat. 
He had left the centre of the miniature fields and the shadow 
of a tree hid them from each other until they were side by 
side. 

Sant' Onofrio turned to her eagerly — ^not^ though, surprised, 
but almost as if he had expected her. Her figure, just there, 
just then, was so thoroughly in harmony with all around it! 
All the fire in her sprang into flame under that first gase, deep 
and enveloping as a caress. How was it that she saw his eyes 
so clearly in the tliick shadow of the many trees ? Her knees 
grew weak and ready to yield as she stood, and when he took 
one more step forward, a spasmodic shiver switched through 
her frame, up her spine, leaping from bone to bone. 

Her silence restored Prospero to something like reason. He 
came and stood before her, quite close, but calm. 

' You have not come to look for me,' he said ; ' it would be 
.too good to be true.' 

Unawares she made an impulsive forward movement, as if to 
stop his words, and he, seeing it, half held out his hands to 
her. Then, unexpectedly, she slipped like a broken thing 
into his arms. 

The strong man, who was called cold, staggered, a wave of 
life and youth such as he had never known oversweeping him 
' and drowning every sensation other than the strange joy of 
holding her. He could feel her slender form vibrate eveiy 
two or three seconds, like the cord of an instrument drawn to 
snapping; he could feel her heart beat against him in short, 
irregular, metallic throbs, as if it must burst from her for ease 
and breathing space. 

They remained thus until he tightened his hold of her, and 
she, stirring, raised her face to his with a long sigh. Then it 
seemed to her that earth was floating away from her conscious- 
ness; that her life was being slowly drawn from her; that 
every nerve was being soothed, released from its tension to a 
trance sweeter than anything she had ever known even in her 
wildest conceptions of heaven. 

When he had kissed her till he had made her weary, he 
drew her beside him to a bench among the spectral trees, still 
with his arm round her. Neither spoke, for there was nothing 
to be said. Surprise at her abrupt capitulation, surprise at his 
own latent and unsuspected capabilities of love and sincere joy 
would come in the morning. At present he was too much 
overwhelmed, flooded, by the sweetness of her presence and 
conUict to think of phrases. 
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Arduina had surrendered utterly. During the last year she 
had allowed herself the enjoyment of no pleasure^ however 
innocent; she had kept her powerful imagination and easily 
agitated nerves under stronger subjection than was good for 
her ; she had denied herself not only moral, but the slightest 
material, satisfactions by way of training herself for a life of 
hardships. Her love for Gabriel la, even, had not been allowed 
to grow unrestrained since she had entered her convent school 
and had heard of doctrines that fascinated her and that she 
could not get rid of, since she had learned to believe so firmly 
that nothing surpasses the beauty and the nobility of voluntary 
renunciation ; that the outpouring of a creature's love for its 
Creator must be a burning holocaust of inclinations and 
instincts. Now, having let go her grip of the reins, the sensual 
reaction that followed was terrible. 

She laid her head again on Prospero's shoulder and closed 
her eyes. Her face was very pale in the ghastly light, but its 
profile was lovely; she seemed asleep, and was unresisting. 
Again and again he kissed those well-cut lips, that were so 
tempting in their fulness as of luscious fruit, in their delicacy 
as of young flowers. Again and again he tasted those unkissed 
lips that were so sarc&«;tic and so sad when at rest, drawing 
away their sarcasm, deepening their sadness. 

' Is it true, Arduina/ were the first words he spoke, ' that 
you do love me ? ' 

She opened her eyes and drove their long, direct gaze like a 
blade at white heat straight into his. Then she closed them 
again and nestled nearer. 

All of a sudden she sprang up and faced him. Long passive 
Arduina could not remain. He too jumped up, guessing she 
meant to leave him. 

Arduina raised herself on tiptoe, and crossing her little, 
helpless-looking hands behind his head, drew it down to her 
level. Her Angers looked like streaks of moonlight across his 
dark hair, and the yellow phosphorescence in her eyes blinded 
him ; he did not know it was intenser by far than the passion- 
gleam in his own. 

Then, with all the strength she had, she pressed her lips to 
his forehead like a seal, till she panted. 

' God bless you ! Darling, darling, darling !' 

Another slight movement, and she slipped from his arms as 
she slipped into them, disappearing among the straight, dark 
trees. Soon he could not even hear the rustle of her dress or 
the flutter of her step on the i>ath. An overpowering scent of 
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late gardenias came through some bushes near him^ borne on a 
stray breath of close^ lazy air. 

Arduina went back home as fast as she could, despatched the 
sleepy maid with a message to Gabriel la that her head had got 
worse and she had gone to bed, made her door fast, threw her 
window open, and, leaning her elbows on the sill, thrust her 
forehead into her dry hands. 

Her lips were stiff, her whole being scorched like a blasted 
tree. She could feel her pulses beating against her cheek as 
she held her hands to her brow, and her temples struggling 
against her fingers as if they had been prison-bars. 

By-and-by, in the alternate light and shadow of the trees 
down below, a small red spark appeared^ moving regularly to 
and fro. But the foliage was too thick for her to see it, or her 
mind too far away. 

It was Prospero, who had quieted down, evidently, long 
before Arduina, and had lit himself a cigarette. 
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* So you are gone, my dearest ! I can't get my mind accustomed 
to the horrid thought of not seeing you in an hour or two, nor 
to-morrow, nor tlie day after, nor next week ! And it will 
seem very strange to receive a letter from you — I am quite 
longing for your first one ! 

' Believe me, if I have been silent and foolish these last few 
days, it is not, as you insinuated, because I repent already 
of the step I have taken ; but because it has all stunned me so 
that even thought has been impossible. 

^ I feel like a prisoner let loose, like an unjustly condemned 
man having escaped death. Why then (you might urge), if I 
so dreaded the life I was about to embrace, did I think of 
engaging myself in it? My dear Prospero, I could not if I 
tried until to-morrow force you to understand a set of ideas 
diametrically opposed to those you have been brought up in. 
You must be satisfied with t\iG fact that this certain set of ideas 
once dominated me completely, and that I did not find in 
voluntary renunciation anything so very formidable until it 
came to an alternative. 

'You cannot know what it all was to me, or perhaps you 
would be almost afraid of the place you have filled up, of the 
hold over me you have taken in so short a time. So it is 
no use asking me with those dubious eyes whether I really love 
you. Time will show more than any words — although words 
loaded with love are very sweet to say — how terribly I love 
you. If I were now to say, but four days after having so nearly 
refused you, that I wonder at this moment how I could be so 
presumptuous as to think I could really resist you, you would 
hardly believe me. And I don't mind, dear ; your unbelief is 
natural enough. All characters are not excessive; all who 
love do not adore, fortunately, perhaps. You will never 
understand the struggle that went before my first kiss, nor 
do I much care, so long as you believe implicitly in the love 
I am giving you after it. 

* Dear, dear Prospero ! I could write nonsense to you by the 
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hourl Is it nonsense, though, what one says in deep almost 
unutterable tenderness? Once you told me you thought I 
should write pretty love-letters : I can't, darling, for I have so 
much to say, and words are weak and frail ; they do not hold 
one-tenth/ 

Prospero had stayed but a few days in Frasso after Arduina's 
mute confession, being due in Naples on the 13th; but he 
managed to see the girl every evening in some part of the 
garden. To say that she was changed to the point of not 
recognizing her would be saying little. The passion of her 
seventeen years was not a child's coy feeling ; she was bound 
to take the initiative in love as in all else. From the hour 
of her surrender, Arduina became another, and so dazzlingly 
passionate a woman, that she startled Prospero and surprised 
him out of his own lukewarm fashion of loving into a perfect 
infatuation. Because in yielding she had trampled beliefs and 
hopes vaster than any love ; because all that had made up her 
life had gone from her, she had to cling to it very tightly, so as 
to make of this love a grand, great thing, and to escape by so 
doing the purposelessness she hated as much as ever. 

Arduina had studied and prayed and suffered with passion — 
how else could she love.^ At Prosperous beck and call from 
tlie very beginning, in the slight things in which he could 
as yet exercise proprietorship or express wishes, she obeyed 
him with a literal exactness that almost drew tears from him. 
She thought no longer of right or wrong; all those con- 
siderations seemed now exterior things that had formerly 
been stitched on to her soul, but formed no essential part 
of it; they lay behind her with her past. In many things 
she did, she knew she was wrong — did she really care? 
Not much. As for Prospero, he lived in a state of amazed 
bliss, wondering at the beauty of the treasure he had 
secured — ^a beauty that went on increasing hourly and made 
him for once in his life, humble. 

The morning after his declaration, he got Arduina to himself 
by a very simple process. He knew she was the earliest riser 
in the de Simone household, so he made an effort and got up 
too. He went to Maria's door and walked in, not quite certain 
as to what he would say if he were to meet some one unex- 
pectedly. But no one crossed his path, and he found Arduina 
in the sitting-room, idle, and, he thought, frightfully pale. 

She nearly screamed when she saw him, but he drew her 
towards him and held her lips closed with his own 
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' Will you come into the shrubbery with me ? We must try 
and speak a little more concretely than last night — I am going 
away so soon. Come I ' 

' Yes/ 

They both breathed more freely when they left the flower- 
beds. 

' It was risky, wasn't it ? But I saw your cook start off for 
market^ and I caught sight of your maid gossiping at our 
kitchen door. So we are safe. For how long ? ' 

'Gabriella wasn't awake, and her aunt never calls any 
one. Besides^ when once I am clear of the house^ no one^ 
is likely to miss me. They are used to rather erratic ways 
with me.' 

' Oh, God, how lovely you are ! And mine, truly mine for 
ever ! ' 

He lifted her from the ground with the violence of his 
second embrace. Then he put his arm round her shoulders, 
holding her fast and close. 

' Little one, I want you badly. If you remember, I have told 
you that before — when you were naughty and would not listen. 
Where is your father to be found } ' 

She shrank back. 

' Oh, not so soon ! ' 

'Why not.^ Why should we wait, hankering for each other, 
apart, while we might be happy together? Are you going to 
be happy with me } ' 

* Yes, if you are going to be kind to me.' 

' Kind } Is it a question to ask } Dear little hands ! ' And 
he raised them to his lips tenderly, reverently. 

'Now, look here, child. I want you very soon. We have 
nothing to gain by waiting, and yon, especially, would have a 
good deal to lose — the little there still is in me. I am not such 
a very young man, dearest. And I can't fancy life without you ! 
Where is your father } ' 

But Arduina would not hear of so much precipitation. 
Until she saw signs of Gabriella's having found another 
pastime than fancying herself in love with Prospero, she 
would not have her engagement known ; she would not run 
the risk of having herself called a usurper by her friend, 
however null and void the Archangel's reasons for using the 
term would be. She did not tell Prospero this — she hardly 
thought about it herself so crudely ; but she wrested from 
him a promise that he would mention their compact to no 
one, not even to Laura, and make no plans for a while. 
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'You won't * 

She read his meaning. 

' No, I won't play you false ; it would l)e the worse for me, 
since I love you.' 

She found it difficult to get him resigned to even a reasonable 
delay. He would have loved, had it stood within the region of 
things possible, to have carried her oflf there and then and 
hidden her. Artluina conquered, however, and it was the first 
time in her life any one had ever yielded to her. 

' We may write, however } I had got so used to seeing you 
constantly^ that all will be a blank now. But there, it might 
have been a still worse blank! May we write .^ Can you 
receive letters freely } ' 

• Here, yes. Gabriella never asks questions, because most of 
my letters come from my schoolfellows, and she doesn't care. 
Besides, knowing the post hours, one can watch.' 

' And Maria de Simone } ' 
' She never troubles.' 
' And in Rome ? ' 

'There it will be easier still to manage, in spite of papa. 
She thought of Lizzie — Lizzie would do anything for her. 
' And when may I speak out ? ' 
'When I tell you to.' 

* Witch!' 

He was a long time bidding her good-bye. 

And no one noticed. The people who live with us never do 
see things. Laura, who guessed, though aggrieved at not 
being told, though disappointed in Arduina at this un- 
suspected capacity of hers for keeping a secret, though 
thinking bitter things of the girl who had stepped between 
her and her brother, her only affection, yet respected Prospero's 
silence, and gave the lovers the support of an apparent un- 
concern. Adele, the Commendatore's wife, was far too busy 
for any considerations of the kind. Old Sant' Onofrio, judging 
matters by the extremely guarded appearance both of his son 
and Arduina, congratulated himself on there having been no 
fooleiy towards the d'Erella girl, and would have broached the 
subject of a marriage with Gabriella de Simone, but for a 
lawsuit that detained him steadily in Rome. Perhaps, though, 
it was Prospero who kept out of his way. Maria <le Simone, 
too, was completely in the dark; but there was nothing strange 
or unusual in that. As for Gabriella, not being an Archangel 
for nothing, she lived in a paradise of her own construction. 
Prospero, she mused, was coming round, slowly, but surely. 
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The very last thing he had done before bidding her good-bye 
had been to steal from her a bunch of cornflowers she wore at 
her belt. Without stopping to think that Prospero must have 
seen Arduina pick that nosegay, she took his act as a sign that 
things were coming straight of their own accord. Oh, it was 
lovely^ and bothering had never been of any use ! Besides, the 
time during which the guilty ones could have betrayed them- 
selves was mercifully very short, and both studied themselves 
so carefully that even had it been one of her suspicious periods 
she would have caught nothing. As it was, she did not trouble 
to watch. Of outsiders, all the Sant' Onofrio's friends had left 
some time ago. There was no Olga Carelli to gossip out of 
dislike to Gabriella ; no Eugenia Veroli to carry premature or 
supposed news about for the sake of appearing informed ; no 
Arturo Carelli to hint at matters not being quite innocent 
between Sant' Onofrio and the little d'Erella. A chance girl 
or two in the day-time, a chance man or two of an evening 
— that was all Frasso had to offer in September. The Sant' 
Onofrios themselves and the de Simones were going, too, 
shortly; they were only waiting for the first autumnal rains 
to cool Rome down a little before returning there for the 
winter. So Arduina was the only one to feel the anomaly 
of her position, the only one who could be thoroughly at 
home with none of the people around her. 

A new love of solitude now grew so imperative that she 
longed for Rome, longed — oh contradictions of human nature ! 
— for the endless days in the loneliness of Via della Scrofa, that 
had filled her with cold terror in a not very far-away past. 
Down in the yet unfathomed depths of her conscience rankled 
a persuasion that the present state of affairs could not last; that 
she was merely playing a part— a part, it is true, into which 
she had entered heart and soul; that she was treading an 
unreal, impossible ground of happiness that must necessarily 
collapse like thin ice, leaving an open chasm beneath her feet. 
So long as she had had Prospero with her, she had not realized 
all this ; as she justly said in her letter to him, power of thought 
had left her, and she had been only capable, at most, of sensa- 
tions. Had she been in the mood for introspection or analysis, 
she would certainly have found in her new emotions more 
matter for dissection than in anything she had ever experi- 
enced. Being in no such condition, her days had brought her 
a succession of shocks and surprises ; they had framed them- 
selves to her into a period of gladness ; and gladness while it 
lasts is an autocrat. 
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Ninety-six hoars are not slow to pass, however, and a gradual 
change, a sort of counter-reaction was beginning, even when 
Sant' Onofrio first left, to cast a shadow over her, very stealthily 
at first, like the veil of thin clouds that sometimes spreads over 
the sky on a blue day about two o'clock, and turns it into a 
rainy one before evening. 

Prospero's answer to her warm outpouring did not keep her 
long waiting. It reached her one terribly hot noon, together 
with the answer from Monsignor Ferri to that almost foigotten 
letter, written just before she had fallen so helplessly into 
Prospero's arms. 

She opened her sailor's missive first, and read it thirstily : 

' My own sweetest, — Your words, so punctual in comings yet 
found me in an agony of impatience. . • / 

She read on through twelve thick pages. It could not have 
been a more tenderly loyal letter, one prouder or surer of its 
own love, yet it was almost dejectedly that she folded it up and 
hid it in the bosom of her dress. And in a still more spiritless 
fashion she opened the well-filled envelope from Monsignor 
Ferri. 

Arduina had had to wait until late afternoon for liberty to 
read her correspondence unquestioned ; and taking her letters 
out of doors with her, she had wandered before opening either, 
right across the little town, wintrlfied already in spite of the 
temperature, with its closed shops and surly inhabitants, who 
looked on any hat-wearing woman as a wonder, as something 
that had no reason to be in the latter half of September, when 
it was no longer the 'season.* They were wrong; for every 
other season in the year down at Frasso is even pleasanter than 
summer, which is not saying little. 

She had wandered, very pretty in her big hat, right out of 
Frasso, past the station, up by the lighthouse, all alon^ the tall 
cliffs that faced the sunset, so glad to be alone! The grass 
bristled under her feet in burned-up yellow ; sea and sky were 
of nearly the same faultless colour, one only just fainter than 
the other ; while the sun lay weltering on the border of the 
horizon, steeped in zones of fire — red, without a trace of gold. 

Ah, those autumn sunsets of the Mediterranean ! There are 
grander, lovelier sights in the world, no doubt, and many of 
them ; but few remain so firmly stamped on the eye, few find 
their way so quietly, so sadly to the heart's memory ! And the 
high plains round Frasso, stretching parallel to the railways 
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until the low charcoal woods are reached — the fierce difficult 
macchi where banditti still lurk — have upon them to the full 
that dumb spell of the much-talked-of Campagna. They have 
the lonely charm of the unloved^ of the desolate and abandoned^ 
the charm of bustling eras now dead^ and full of efforts more 
frantic than fruitful^ written in their few brown ruins — a tower 
here and an aqueduct there ; the charm of a region with a 
terrible malady lurking in the treacherous folds of its pestilential 
beauty, uniting to its grand lines the pathos of an implacable 
misfortune, excluding the idea of a future because the relics 
are so numerous of a past that has been too rich. The stricken 
inhabitants of this neglected Campagna have about them a 
doomed look, as if they were busy executing some decree of 
Fate they would never understand, nor try to grasp, and the 
feelings that seize one before it are very often those nearest 
despair. 

It was with a deep, perhaps unreasonable, sigh that Arduina 
attacked her confessor s letter : — 

'My poor dear child in Christ, — ^You were rightly guided 
in saying your letter would give me great pain. But putting 
myself in your place, I can so thoroughly realize the greatness 
of the temptation, that I will not even attempt reproach. So 
you want my advice in this matter } As if my advice could be 
other than it has been all along^ and is contained in these 
words : 

' It is the war of a day — resist ! Knowing the illumined con- 
dition of your piety, the progress you had lately made, the 
peculiar aptitude of your temperament and inclination for a 
high order of spirituality, how can I conscientiously sanction 
matrimony for you ? 

' Matrimony, being one of the seven sacraments, is no doubt 
holy; but though it may be the path of heaven to some, it 
cannot help being the path of present and final unhappiness to 
others. And you, I fear, would be among the latter ; for with 
difficulty will you find any man in our atheist modem Italy who 
could be prevented from stifling your soul's best aspirations; 
who would be willing to leave you the liberty for good works 
and spiritual exercises the exalted nature of your soul's fabric 
requires. I do not say that even walking in holy matrimony 
you might not succeed in saving your soul. But, dear child, 
have we come to this in the summing up of your life's useful- 
ness — a mere selfish endeavour to save your soul > Is this what 
three months' gaiety has reduced your aspirations to ? Is there 
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no more nobility in you now than seems to be expressed by this 
new desire of yours, to do for God and your bretliren as little 
as you can ? I will not do you the gross injury of thinkin;^ so. 

* Doubtless this letter will find you calmer already ; for it 
is when darkness has thickened round oiir steps till we are 
afraid to move and know not which way to turn, that divine 
goodness sends us a ray of light capable of brightening all in 
an instant. 

' I have prayed, and have caused others to pray for yoa, so 
that I am confident this letter will find you victorious, and all 
the stronger for your hard fight. My daughter, do not be 
afraid of words or of blows; do not be afraid of your own 
fatigue ; it all comes to an end. Your purpose, also, is grand, 
being the purpose of Christ Himself, who would have all 
"perfect as His Father in heaven is perfect." ' 

Arduina read this letter over twice, with something more 
than a vague misgiving. There was one phrase especially, just 
at the last, that struck a chill into her bones : 

'Take heed how you neglect God's graces. It may be that 
in thus despising your vocation for the sake of some fancied 
earthly good, you may live to see this poor advantage slip 
through your fingers, leaving you empty-handed. Or else some 
terrible shock may come to you as a rvannng in the midst of your 
idolatrous bliss to tear you forcibly from affections that were noi 
meant for you, from duties you were not called to,' 

She walked home slowly, with the awe of night-fall upon 
her. Very grave indeed were the thoughts that sprang to her 
out of the parched grass, the now dull sea, the variegated 
heavens, and penetrated to her most hidden nerves with a 
sickening sense of indecision and uneasiness. 

From a certain point of view, she reasoned, the priest was 
right. It was not even that she had been guilty of modifying 
and adapting her sense of what she owed religion to the easier 
life she had accepted; she had exchanged one religion for 
another, one object of adoration for another. There being no 
room in her organism for more than one love, her former 
personal worship of Christ had been transferred to Prospero. 
It was not that she cared in a less extreme and passionate 
manner for things holy; for abstract matters such as duty, 
work, abnegation ; it was that she no longer cared about them 
at all. Nor had she argued herself out of all these former 
beliefs — they simply existed no more. 

Could this be right? 
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Either she had been in the wrong hitherto, or she was in the 
wrong now. Wliieh ? 

Could it be that this gradual freezing of her religious feeling, 
this hardening, this withdrawal of an almost tangible Divine 
Presence that she had at times enjoyed, was the first in a scale 
of effects resulting from her one sin of unfaithfulness to the 
exclusive love and service she had promised her God, and 
ending in total obscurity of conscience, in damnation ? 

She crossed the Piazza and hurried home by the beach, 
Prospero and the warm letter that had set her aglow almost 
forgotten. And a sea-shore with no sun upon it is so miserable 
a place ! There is such a lifeless want of hope in the neutral 
shades, a something that is neither regret nor foreboding ; a 
weariness of the long day, and yet a pale fear of the night. 

Arduina threw a cobwebby little shawl she had brought with 
her over her shoulders and ran up to Maria de Simone's floor. 
Finding no one there, she sank down on the easiest chair to 
wait for Gabriella's return. As she peered round and toyed 
with the things on the tea-table beside her in her unquiet, 
restless-minded fashion, she caught sight of the comer of a 
telegram sticking out from under the saucer of an unfinished 
cup of tea. Maria was fond of tea, and when she liked a thing 
she took it, never noticing other people's wry faces, which was 
lucky ; for in Rome, a lady of the bourgeoisie addicted to private 
five o'clocks gets accused of giving herself airs. 

'Fancy that girl's not having cleared the tea-things away 
yet!' soliloquized Arduina. 'What's up, I wonder.^' drawing 
the telegram from under the cup — Gabriella's cup, by the 
copious biscuit crumbs in the saucer and the traces of jam on 
the spoon. But the telegram had come after she had gone out, 
in spite of now being under her cup. 

It was addressed ' Sant' Onofrio.' 

' How did it get up here, I wonder, not belonging to us ? ' 
She said the words idly, but they brought a dreadful fear with 
them — a thought that pierced her brain through like a long 
sharp needle. 

There was something wrong with Prospero ! 

She did not hesitate, and worried open the yellow paper, 
creased as if many hands had already held it up to be read. So 
unstrung were her nerves, so great her terrified certainty of 
misfortune, that when once she had got it unfolded, she could 
not see the writing. It was from Commendatore Sant' Onofrio 
in Rome. 

These were the first words she was able to make out^ and 
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they by fio means cleared the mist before her eyes or calmed 
the sound as of a waterfall in her ears : 

' Keep the newspapers from Signorina d'Erella.' 

So great had been her fear^ so all-absorbing was this intoxi- 
cation of hers for Prospero, that the horrible news contained in 
the latter part of the telegram produced almost a sense of 
relief. Relief, perhaps^ is too strong a word ; anyhow^ she fell 
back limply in the arm-chair, neither crying out nor feeling' the 
desolate pain that would have been so natural — only stunned, 
giddy. 

Presently a flame struck across her eyes. Some one> un- 
noticed and unnoticing, brought in a lamp and stood.it on the 
piano. Then the sound of a voice and of lights quick steps cat 
across her numbness like a whetted knife. 

* Is Auntie here ? I haven't seen Iier these last two hours ! 
For heaven's sake, Arduina, what a face! And a telegram! 
What is it } You haven't had bad news } ' 

'Yes/ she said, getting up and trying to stand steadily, 
always with that terrible grey composure. 'I thought you 
knew. Papa has shot himself]' 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



XXXVIII 

Existence having become not only a difficult but a tiresome 
thing for that consummate egotist known as Angelo d'Erella^ 
he had given it up^ with the animal courage that had been his 
one redeeming quality^ and had sounded the one respectable 
note — that of battle £ercely done somewhere during the 
Austrian campaign — in his shifUess, unsuccessful life. Without 
a thought for his creditors or for liis child, he had aimed 
a straight bullet at himself in the room of his hotel in Milan^ 
leaving a note in his pocket for his old friend Sant' Onofrio, 
that begged him to break the news gently to Arduina and 
to Maria de Simone^ and to undertake the managemejit of his 
posthumous affairs^ if— sarcastic to the last — there should be 
affairs left for him to manage. 

Sant' Onofrio behaved admirably. He hurried his family 
back^o Rome^ and what little could be done in the way of 
selling and settling he did. They all took the tenderest, most 
awe-struck care of Arduina, and of Maria too, who needed it 
An echo of her early romance had floated down to their 
knowledge, and her friendship with d'Erella was well known. 
So her grief, coloured by her as merely concern for the 
abandoned orphan's fate, excited no surprise ; people would 
have wondered if she had not mourned. 

Prospero wrote Arduina a truly touching letter, telling her 
that her now isolated position rendered the breaking their 
compact of silence necessary, and transcribing the contents of a 
letter he had written his father, in which he spoke in the firmest 
terms of his love for Arduina d'Erella, of his unalterable 
decision to consider himself engaged to her, and to marry her 
as soon as her first months of mourning should be over; as 
soon as he could arrange some sort of a house in Naples fit to 
receive her. 

This was a blow to the old man. The same wind that had 
blown d'Erella's castle to the ground had shaken Sant' 
Onofrio's very secure edifice, and he was in need, perhaps not 
of actual money, but of a general brightening up in the family's 
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prospects; so that he was counting more than ever on the 
marriage with Gabriella. 

On receiving his son's letter^ he never thought of opposing 
the intention it expressed (thwarting Prospero would have been 
something quite comical in its novelty in Casa Sant' Onofiio) ; 
but he altered his manner towards Arduina a little — a veiy 
little — just enough to make her feel she would not be wanted. 
Nor did he speak of his son's communication either to his own 
family or at the de Simones'. Not knowing that the un- 
welcome girl was aware of Prosperu's letter to himself, and 
was therefore in expectation of some friendly^ some official, 
move on his part, he thought taking no notice would give him 
time ; and time would have a salutary effect on Prospero, who 
was not an incarnation of constancy where women were 
concerned. Arduina, seeing that the subject was ignored, 
delayed her own answer to Prospero, and held her own peace 
too. So the Archangel remained in ignorance — in such 
blissful ignorance that she told Laura it was a mercy the 
old tyrant was dead ; because now, in a little while, Aitluina 
could make herself quite happy over Santa Croce, unless she 
let Monsignor Ferri hoodwink her and send her to some 
musty convent of his own predilection. 

Arduina (having removed her few personal belongings from 
the old school-room in Via della Scrofa, where the Palazzo 
d'Erella went to form a mouthful for starving creditors) came 
to stay with Maria de Simone, in an atmosphere, thanks to the 
latter's depression, well calculated to strengthen morbid 
feelings bom of late events. Yet she could not conjure up 
real pain for her father's loss. She did not believe in the time- 
worn adage that blood is thicker than water ; she had found it, 
if anything, a trifle thinner. Having gone very near hating 
him and despising him when he was alive, his bare paternity 
could not wring love from her simply because he was dead. 
Nor could she work herself into misery through meditations on 
her exceptionally isolated lot just then, when, for the first time 
since her mother's death, she was finding herself in a circle of 
love and care. It was merely the horror of that sudden death 
that wrought upon her. Its coincidence with Monsignor 
Ferri's oracular words, its startling confirmation of her inward 
fears and doubts, preyed upon her mind, until she lost the 
vividness of her relish in Prospero's rapturous letters ; until the 
conviction that she had been weak, that she had been tempted 
and had fallen, wedged itself slowly into her belief, disarming 
her judgment, poisoning her calm sorrow, overshadowing and 
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corrupting her faith in her right of loving ; her easily appre- 
hensive conscience knowing but one motive — the desire of 
doing right and of acting up to her profession as a follower 
of Christ; at whatever cost she would yield to that motive. 
She would answer her call to the Most Perfect, even if the 
Tempter at her elbow were to take forms so seductive and 
praiseworthy as to blind her very conscience. 

Then, since the partiality of her judgment was such that she 
could no longer trust it^ what else could she do than cry out to 
another for guidance? Further, in whose sound piety and 
implacable sternness of life and principle could she place so 
much reliance as in Monsignor Ferri's ? 

One morning she got up with a fixed idea. Arduina seldom 
indulged in such^ but when she did it was very fixed indeed ; 
no less so now than when she had dragged her mother to every 
toy-shop in Rome to look for a doll whose features would suit 
the name of Theodora and match her ideal of what a doll's 
face should be. She had had enough of doubt and struggle. 
That very day, she told herself, knitting her brows, would see 
her coaae to a decision from which there should be no appeal. 

Monsignor Ferri's conversations had always tended to make 
her consider herself as a vain, small woman, won over to a 
man's whim by a few pretty words. On the other hand, 
Prospero's letters were a continual prayer that she should 
hasten to make up her mind and fix the date of their marriage. 
After an interview with her spiritual director, she would go 
about gazing at the world with blind eyes, her soul drowned in 
a sea of celestial possibilities. And yet after one of Prospero's 
rhapsodies, all else would disappear. God, religion, her pre- 
conceived ideas, the faith that she had saved with such an eflfort 
from an inevitable shipwreck — it would all seem the story told 
by an old woman in her dotage ; and a weariness, a nerveless 
disinclination to any plan whatsoever, would drive her to anger 
with herself 

So it came to a crisis one day, this wretched indeci- 
sion. 

In Maria de Simone's house she had her own way, mostly, 
coming and going as she pleased ; rising and sleeping as best 
suited her; doing whatever she chose, when and how she 
chose. Not that she took undue advantage of her pleasant 
position — only it gave her liberty to write one of her simple, 
matter-of-fact notes that November morning, and to stay at 
home all day awaiting its result. 

Late in the afternoon, the man whose influence she could not 
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resist^ because of their common faith, came to Maria ie Simone's 
house. Monsignor Ferri's coming there was not an unosoal 
thing. Just after her return from Frasso, Arduina had been ill 
and had asked for him ; he had remained ever since on polite 
terms with the obliging Maria. 

His penitent was sitting in the little boudoir where Maria de 
Simone had so often pleaded in her behalf; where the decisions 
had been taken that had worked into her life in their effects ; 
in the same tiny room where that quiet, unconscious w^oman's 
romance had unfolded its monotonous pages^ between a cup of 
tea — weak tea with too much sugar in it — and the persistent 
bunches of sick yellow roses. It was strange, but it was natural 
too — the fourth or fifth link of a half-forged chain — ^that Arduina 
should have received Monsignor Ferri in that one rooin^ of all 
others, on that one day. 

She was, of course, in ponderous black ; thrown round her 
shoulders she wore a tippet of Gabriella's that had been left 
lying on a chair, and the dark fur nestling at her neck and 
ttiroat whitened her face. In those two months she had lost 
fiesh considerably ; her hands weighed in her lap like spiritual- 
ized marble ; and her hair, so much of it, and so warm, seemed 
too heavy for her head. Again, as during some months of her 
sixteenth year, those eyes too large for the face; again that 
dull colour of ill-health and anxiety so much more pathetic than 
that of plain uncomplicated grief. 

Monsignor Ferri had not changed much since she had first 
known him. His gaze was more fixed and his mouth kinder. 
A line or two more down his cheeks marked an increase of 
austerity. Quite the man, in short, to do what his conscience 
told him without swerving, were it to cost the happiness of all 
whom he loved. 

Some months later he left Rome on a confidential mission 
given him by the Pope, who appreciated his qualities; and, 
though a few letters passed between them at first, Arduina 
never spoke to him again. She saw him Once, confessing in a 
foreign church ; but so many years had passed that her hair was^ 
nearly grey, and the priest's form was beginning to bend in its 
emaciation. He had gone many steps further in Christian^ 
perfection. And so many things had happened that she hurried 
past him with a malediction on her lips. 

Arduina half rose to greet Monsignor Ferri, and they shook 
hands. His handshake wias limp always and weak, as if he were 
almost afraid that the pressure of human fingers would knit an 
invisible earthly link or call up a carnal desire. He sat down 
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with the ease of a man of the world who was just as much at 
home among the cushions of a woman's sanctum as on the hard 
settee of his confessional. 

* Well, my poor Arduina^ how are you to-day ?' 

* Pretty well^ thanks ; but how kind of you to come at once.' 
' Did you doubt me ? Could I forsake you, or delay answering 

your, call, when I know how great is your need of help and 
sympatliy ? ' 

^ Ah ! of sympathy, yes. Father ! No one understands as you 
do ; in fact, no one understands at all ; for the simple reason, 
I suppose, that no one knows the case as it stands nor the 
struggle as it rages.' 

' You love this man ? ' 

A thick troubled rush of colour stormed up to the girl's 
cheek. 

* You know I do, Padre.' 

* And why do you love him ? ' 
A quick upward glance. 

' Why have you let him come between you and your work r * 

'Because I love him, probably, and cannot help myself.' 

A twinge of impatience shot across the priest's face. 

' That is not an answer, my child.' 

« Then I don't know.' 

' Will you allow me to speak my whole mind on the subject .>' 

'If you would be so kind. It was exactly what I wanted 

when 1 sent for you.' 

' My child, we must have one solid point to start from ; one 

that we both agree upon. You believe in God, in Jesus 

Christ?' 

She blushed almost as violently as when he had alluded to 

Prospero. 

* Firmly ! * she answered. 

' And in the Gospels as containing a revealed religion ? ' 

' I cannot help believing.' 

' God forbid you ever should " help yourself" in that quarter ! 
Then you really believe that He who has said, "Take up your 
cross and follow me," has really said these and other words to 
the same effect, having divine authority to speak them ? ' 

She hesitated a moment before answering. She wanted to 
be sure before saying a Yes or a iVb, that she would mean what 
she said. 

'I do.' 

'And three months ago you were firmly convinced these 
words were addressed as an especial call to you ? ' 
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* Yes/ very readily. 

' Now^ that conviction was arrived at in a moment of calm 
concentration^ after much thought^ and was in perfect accord — 
at least you believed so then — with the hidden necessities of 
your soul. What has changed you? But you are not really 
changed. An extraneous influence has attacked you^ tempted 
you. It is not a deep persuasion^ starting from a radical modi- 
fication in your inmost self and pressing into your actions, 
necessarily changing them ; but an enticement from outside^ a 
weight brought to bear upon your convictions. 

* Heart and soul you are the same ; the need and the faith of 
three months ago are not changed. Your inclination only is not 
the same. 

* Are we. Christians, to become creatures of inclination ? * 

A dead silence. The short day was drawing in, and a chill 
hopelessness was stealing over the girl. She sat with her hands 
in each other and her head a trifle bent 

Monsignore continued in his level voice^ just below the usual 
tone of conversation^ and only a little above the whisper of the 
confessional. 

' There are many reasons why the shelter of a religious house 
ought to be the best place for you. I know an intimate friend 
of Casa Sant' Onofrio. Your — ^your union with the son is not 
desired, and it would be wrong, positively wrong on your part 
to take advantage of — this man's moment of infatuation to 
thrust yourself on a family that will not welcome you.' 

Arduina settled her hands a little more tightly together. 

'On the contrary, you stand in the way of a very desirable 
marriage — that of Qsiptain Sant* Onofrio with your friend 
Gabriella. I know it from the same— er — extremely reliable 
source — an intimate friend of Casa Sant' Onofrio — that the 
Commendatore's pet plan for years past has been the bringing 
about of this union. The young lady herself is much inclined 
that way ; the only possible obstacle to a project that would 
secure her happiness lies with the man himself, on account of 
^ou. You only, therefore, stand in the way of an arran^rement 
that fits in with your best friend's intimate desires and with the 
wishes of a most respectable family. Also, let me add, with 
the real, solid good itself of this — young man, seeing that 
Signorina de Simoue possesses both fortune and qualities far 
more adapted than yours to the making up of a quiet, docile^ 
not out-of-the way wife. You yourself must admit this.' 

A quick upward glance again. 

Apart from your own personal good and duty (for you are 
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certainly not formed for family life), the very essential good of 
others^ as you see, lies in your renouncing this man.' 

' But he loves me, and he is very far from even liking Gabriella. 
Surely he will be happier with the woman of his choice than 
with another, even if that other were a quintessence of the 
washed-out commonplace that seems here the desideratum for 
a wife ! ' 

' You are hard on your dearest friend/ said Monsignore. A 
smile of the mildest irony creased his thin lips, and something 
glittered in his eye as he went on — the spectre of a flame — 
quenched, however, in an instant. 

' Love, my child, human love, what is it ? A spark, and less 
than a s}.aTk; a human passion, built up out of humanity's 
yearning for the Supreme Love it has fallen from ; out of man's 
imagination, busy with the broken fragments of the Image it 
was given to adore at its creation. Think of the Love that is 
showered in the creation of our magnificent world. Look at 
Christ on the Cross. Look at the myriads of saints, known and 
unknown, whose fleshless love has been so violent as to force 
them into ecstasy; as to drive them to bodily torture, to 
spiritual destruction ; finding in it the only vent at all adequate 
to their love's thirst for expression. Look at all these — you will 
know what love is ! But do not call love this sordid feeling 
based on the satisfaction of self; this poor thraldom, this 
miserable stimulant that will never, never — such is the law it 
carries within itself — that can never wholly appease the desire 
it creates. 

' Oh, my child, my child ! Balance the flashing jewel and the 
paste diamond well before you decide to exchange ! ' 

Another pause. No interruption came from Arduina, no 
response. 

* I can speak plainly with you on all subjects, I know, so you 
will excuse some crudeness on my part. This man's whim for 
you will last — until his possession of you. No longer. That 
was why I said that human love is a spark, and less than a 
spark. It is lust — no more. And you, Arduina, need the flame 
that consumes. I am your confessor. Impure reading has 
tainted you ; your thoughts are not all innocent ; your flesh has 
spoken, I know. Yet you are no child of mere lust, Arduina.' 

She turned up her white face a moment, where the eyes 
glittered unnaturally, all their softness devoured by the hot 
thirst that had sucked the blood from her features. A thirst, 
was it, or a fire, or a spark, or less than a spark ? 

* Picture to yourself what your married life will be, even at 
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its happiest. Look ahead and pierce it^ honestly^ braTelv. 
Tlie few months' infatuation, the gradual sinking into in- 
difference ; your surprise and pain of a day ; your own relapse 
into platitude — the end of the romance. Are you listening ? ' 

* Yes/ she said dreamily. ' The end of all ' 

' Look ahead of you, and consider it all ; the long succession 
of meals, visits, petty vexations, paltry cares — petty and paltry 
because you will not then perhaps be given grace and strength 
to act in view of a celestial aim, the aim that gives a value as 
of sanctity even to the picking up of a pin. You will have 
been unfaithful, and the overlooked Spouse of to-day will 
perhaps not come to you again, will perliaps not hasten to your 
side then (perhaps, too, you will not even call Him), to give the 
slightest things the charm of a special command, the halo of 
voluntary renunciation.' 

Arduina lay back in her chair now, her eyes so cast down 
they seemed closed, the dark lashes shadowing her cheeks^ the 
arch of her eyebrows perfectly still. 

' What is life ? A succession of desires framed in impossi- 
bilities. What is life ? An admirable union of functions more 
or less noble. There is no dignity in it ; there is an idea of 
terrible, useless doom attached to it unless considered from the 
Christian point of view. And what does Christianity teach ? 
Renunciation in two forms — the renunciation of mere acceptance 
that all of us are by circumstances forced to practise, and the 
sublime renunciation of choice. And, touching this last, what 
does the divine text say } Either you believe in the Gospel 
or you do not believe. You have told me that you believe, 
irresistibly. That divine text says : " Sell all that ye have." 
Not one-tenth or one-half, not the portion of your goods that 
you do not value, the giving up of which is of no pain to you. 
No, " SeU all that ye have." All ! All ! 

'The command therefore exists, of supreme sacrifice. It 
remains to be proved whether yours be one of those peculiar 
cases.' 

In the falling gloom, her face was the only thing yet visible, 
the only clear white thing in the room. And it was perfectly 
bloodless ; the colour, too, was fading from her hair, as if an 
old vampire at her heart were drinking, drinking. 

' Look at yourself well. Are you an ordinary soul ? Has 
your inner life been an ordinary life.^ Sincerely, is there 
nothing in your powers of aspiration beyond a plain virtue of 
acceptance ? Nothing ? Is there no thirst for absolute good ? 
J«fo ciy for a spiritual engendering of souls far exceeding the 
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occasions for maternity that marriage may bring you ? Don't 
you feel that your love for this man will bum itself out after ^ 
time^ as the love of nearly every woman in creation has died 
out after a time ? I am a confessor^ do not forget that ; and I 
have seen the misery of dry ashes laid bare before me so often 1 
Do you not foresee the day in which, all your characteristic 
yearning for a sphere of action unbounded by family horizons 
having sprung to life again, you will curse the restricted exist- 
ence that will have closed in upon you, the walls that will have 
stifled your soul's onward expansion ? You will hate the man, 
grown coarse, selfish, exacting, perhaps without a trace of 
poetry, without a vestige of the love-charm that so acted on 
you years ago ; whose dinners and the care of whose creature 
comforts shall take up your time and energies. Another path 
would remain open to you — that of humble resignation. But 
you must trust my experience as a priest and my knowledge of 
you in making this statement, that one path containing salva- 
tion you will never follow. You will plunge into other passions ; 
into human science ; into atheism ; into despair ; into a 
moderate, humble religion that will seem to you hum-drum 
after your high-flown dreams, never.' 

A moment's tremble of the quiet eyelids showed the girl 
was not asleep. 

' I will also argue your husband's side of the question. Do 
you imagine you will contribute to his comfort.^ I would 
willingly spare you the pain of a negative answer, but I am 
bound to warn you that you will make him miserable — admit* 
ting that he does not, immediately after his wedding-tour, fall 
into the steady indiflerence, the passive monotony that, believe 
me, is the normal temperature of a husband's heart towards his 
wife, however passionate at the outset. Do you think it will 
be a small humiliation to him to feel he can never thoroughly 
possess the soul of his life-companion ? Will it make him at 
all comfortable or easy in his mind to find out that she is a 
being walking on a different level beyond and above him? 
And, frankly, without any wish to speak disparagingly of him, 
is he a man capable of possessing you morally^ of guiding, 
strengthening, understanding you ? ' 

Again a tremble of the eyelids. 

' I have wounded you, but you freely asked my advice about 
it, and freely I give it. There is another detail that I have not 
mentioned. You are not the woman to keep yourself in a high 
key where circumstances do not favour you. You lack a certain 
kind of strength — that of resisting a current. Virtue, with 
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your, character^ does not consist in the middle path^ for you will 
go to extremes always ; and remaining in such a path will co^ 
you more effort — with the difference that it will be a fruitleas 
effort and a useless one in the way of results — ^than flying to 
extreme sanctity. 

'Everything seems to point one way — the desire of your 
only friend, of the whole Sant' Onofrio family, your own 
chances of profitable work, the ultimate good of the man you 
now prefer/ 

Arduina bent forward and picked some white threads off her 
dress about the hem. 

* You really think even satisfied love would not cure me of 
all those unutterable things that had once found expression in 
my plan for the foundation of Santa Croce ? You think I would 
make an uneasy, difficult, discontented wife ? That he would 
be sorry in time for not having married a simpler woman ? ' 

' My child, you know I do.' 

* That I might accomplish some good as a nun, that I should 
be at the post likeliest to prove my love to God ? ' 

'Unquestionably.' 

' Do you think the marriage between Prospero and Grabriella 
would be brought about if I were removed — that it would make 
all happy ? ' 

.' My poor child, I am convinced of it.' 

She put her hands up to her face. The sound of a slight 
drizzle that was just beginning came up from the street and 
across from the window-panes. 

* It is all as you say^ Padre, I suppose/ she said^ rising slowly. 
' I will give him up.' 

The priest started in his great surprise. 

'My child!' 

She hardly sobbed, yet her frame shook as if some one else 
were sobbing within her. And the darkness that had settled 
over the room made the objects in it undistinguishable — it 
might have been a torture-chamber of the Inquisition for all 
that was visible. 

Only, the torture-chambers of the nineteenth century are 
somewhat different. The chair Arduina had just risen from 
was a mass of daintily flounced cushions, and the many bunches 
of yellow roses spread a delicious languor of perfume through 
the quiet air. 

' I will write to Prospero as soon as you are gone, Monsignore. 
The moment is favourable. He is in Sicily with his torpedo- 
boat, on a lighthouse-inspecting cruise^ and letters do not reach 
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him until his return to Naples. He cannot ask for a special 
furlough until his mission is ended^ which will not be for a long 
time ; so that when he hears the news^ most things will have 
been settled beyond discussion/ 

Oh the fatigue m those dull tones ! 

' What do you intend doing ? ' 

' Nominally, I am under age ; but eflTectively, I know no one 
caring sufficiently for me to thwart my plans. Who has any 
authority over me ^ Commendatore Sant' Onofrio, my trustee, 
and Maria de Simone. Half an hour s conversation will arrange 
matters with these. And what you have told me about Sant' 
Onofrio's intentions will render barely half that time necessary 
to refute any objections ke may raise for form's sake.' 

' These are the means for reaching an end. But what is 
this aim? I mean practically, immediately } * 

Arduina dived into her pocket — she loved a capacious pocket 
— and pulled out a note-book of black leather worn grey at the 
edges. 

'These are the Rules of Santa Croce. That plan became 
impossible the day I met Captain Sant' Onofrio. Founding 
Santa Croce would mean staying out in the world, free, for 
many years. How could I do it.^ I don't think strength 
would be given me. And do you think Sant' Onofrio would seek 
another wife unless I were really dead to him? Besides, if I 
renounce one thing I renounce all. Take it away, and with it 
my personality, my ambition, all that in me is self. If sacrifice 
be agreeable to Almighty God, the greater the sacrifice the 
greater the faith and love we give proof of. Since the universe 
is based on renunciation, the more entirely we give up, the 
better. My dearest hopes were in that little book.' 

Mechanically he took it from her. 

' And keep it These rules were not so very foolish after all. 
It is a pity it should all have come to nothing, like this. But 
you yourself. Padre, would tell me that it would be beyond 
human courage — staying out in the world, free, without, him. 
Then, about Gabriella — oh, no, no ! You don't think it can be 
done, do you. Padre ? ' 

The hesitation of an instant — just the kind of halt we should 
notice in a scrupulously truthful person about to tell an un- 
avoidable lie : 

' No — 1 don't quite think it possible, dear child.' 

No carriages were passing in the street below at that precise 
moment, and this added hush gave an oppression to the whole 
house as of a recent death too sudden for violent grief. 
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' I suppose Madame de Simone Mrill be coming in pre^ntly 
. . / she said in an absent manner. Then^ returning to her 
subject abruptly : 

'I will write to him at once. After that I shall speak tO' 
Aunt Maria and get an appointment from the American consu]. 
Gabriella has not been told of the changes in these last tim^ 
so my decision will not surprise her. I shall probably see the 
Sant' Onofrios in the morning. As for business^ my mohey* 
matters are very soon explained and understood. For thre^ 
years still I have not a penny. Afler that^ I am free to dispose* 
of Villa Belvedere. Its lowest estimate is sixty thousand francs/ 
and ground is rising in Frasso. Being four times the amount- 
needed for most monastic dowries, I think there will be Ho 
difficulty in getting me accepted in a community in spite of my 
present denuded condition. No difficulty in the money line^ f 
mean. You will make an*angements for me with the Superior 
of Santa Marta, will you not ? ' - 

Monsignor Ferri stood aghast. He had worked very patiently 
and skilfully, it is true, for the bringing about of this result; 
but he had fixed the time of his success six mouths hence at 
the earliest. How he admired the girl for her courage, her 
masculine readiness of close reasoning and quick decision! 
They wrung emotion from him, and emotion gave him a vague' 
discomfort. 

Indeed, that frail figure standing up so straight under its 
sterile sacrifice against the window that still made a square of 
yellowish light in the brown room^ must have been very brave 
— or very mad. 

Monsignore, however, felt that sanctioning her plans implied 
a heavy responsibility. Hard, was it not, that just as he was 
about to offer so rich, so well-earned a harvest to his Lord, 
mere considerations of prudence should make it his duty to 
raise objections. 

'You are acting with some precipitation, are you not?' he 
said reluctantly. ' Of course, no such thing exists as too much 
generosity ; still, you have not given yourself much time for 
quiet reflection. The work of God is not a deed of infatuation.' 
He spoke as if under protest. Really this part of his ministry 
to that young soul was distasteful. 

He need not have feared. 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

' Will waiting alter any of the reasons you have put fortii ? 
My mood might change, not they ; and a changed mood would* 
only serve to make matters more than ever difficult, more than 
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ever painful. Your arguments are i>erfectly true, and will 

remain so, even when hostile criticism on my part shall have 
twisted them out of shape. And they can lead to only one 
conclusion, one step. The sooner taken the better.' 

She moistened her lips, and then — 

'Unless you are mistaken from the beginning. In that 



She did not continue. She had raised both her arms as if 
meanin<r to stretch herself, and had pressed her two hands to 
her head, pushing forward the mass of her hair so that it rose 
up high above her forehead. Now she let her arms fall with 
a flap against her skirt. 

* Well — :it 's over and done with ! And I can assure you. 
Padre, it is more a relief than anything else. I knew all along 
how it would end.' 

She took a few unexpected steps away from her chair, half- 
stumbling over a rug. Monsignor Ferri started forward in 
alarm, thinking she was going to fall. 

But some people do not possess the gift of fainting unless 
struck or otherwise ill-used. Some people are made so as to be 
ever awake and alive, so as to catch all life's pain as it passes 
over them, and savour it well. Unconsciousness might deprive 
them of a drop or two, which would be a pity. 

She found her way to the bell by the fireplace and rang for 
lamps. 
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'O gentle child^ beautiful as thou wert^ 

Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men 
Too soon, and with weak hands^ though mighty heart. 
Dare the unpastured dragon in his den ?' 

Adonais. 

' Have you see Arduina d'Erella ? ' 

^ How does she wear the habit ? ' 

' Seem happy ? At all changed ? ' 

Many people asked each other these and other more inquisi- 
tive questions on Arduina's return as Sister Valeria from her 
noviceship abroad — those who had known her at school and 
had remembered her ever since ; those who had heard of her ; 
those who, having seen her at Frasso^ had watched her and 
had found in her sudden entrance at Santa Marta food for 
comment the most sagacious. 

She had just returned to the Mother-House*of her congrega- 
tion to take her final vows. 

'Is she changed.^' Laura asked herself anxiously, as she 
waited for Gabriella, who was endless as ever in her dressing. 

' Is she changed } ' Prospero mused, with a fever upon him, 
as he held the morning paper up before his face in his wife's 
sitting-room. He had refused to accompany her and his sister 
to the convent that afternoon on their first visit. And the 
Archangel had sulked^a little over the refusal, having so wanted 
to show her husband off before Arduina — that same provokinglj 
obtuse Arduina who had often predicted that he would never 
care for her ! But what a sweet letter she had written when 
she had found herself wrong after all, and had heartl of their 
engagement ! 

' Shall we find her changed, Prospero, I wonder } ' Gabriella 
asked as she came to bid him good-bye. 

' You promised to take me to the Mattel's this evening, mind. 
Don't forget, or pretend to.' 

She insisted on taking a cab to reach the convent quicker. 
The lay sister who opened the door for them was the same tall. 
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spare nun who acted as portress when Gabriella and Arduina 
went to school together. The visitors were expected, for she 
smiled on them and let them into the parlour without even 
asking whom they had come to see. 

^ Ugh ! this great ugly bam ! I feel just as I used to on 
prize-giving days when 1 had no prizes to expect Oh, Laura, 
you don't know how I lofig to see her ! I never thought one 
could miss anybody so. What fools we were to let her slip 
through our fingers ! And what a fool sfie has been ! ' 

Laura let her sister-in-law prattle on, her own heart beating 
hard and thick. Presently they heard a sharp cough and the 
click of cloister keys ; but they did not turn round, for neither 
associated the first sound with the image of the girl they had 
come to see. Neither had known Flora Wilmington, or they 
would have recognized the cough. So they found Sister 
Valeria before them suddenly, and the sight of her kept them 
so thoroughly aghast ^that they paused quite three seconds 
before greeting her. It seemed that her straight-looking eyes 
looked straighter than ever, for they noted the brief embarrass- 
ment. 

' Dear ones ! I 'm so glad you have come at once ! I wanted 
to see you so badly !' 

The nun was the first to speak, and she moved some chairs 
forward in the easiest manner possible, so that they all sat 
down. • 

' You see, I have got a cold ; that 's why I am made to wear 
this awful big shawl. Don't I look small in it } It was very 
frosty in Paris, and I was used to the climate. Gabriella, dear, 
you have grown prettier. What are you crying for? Don't, 
Archangel ! What is it > ' 

Her own eyes filled with tears, and Laura looked the other 
way. 

' I — I *m too glad to see you ! You wrote such short letters, 
never answering any questions. And they had whisked you 
off to the Noviceship so soon after entering, before even I had 
quite done saying good-bye. And I haven't got used to living 
without you.* 

'Dear Arduina!' cried Laura, pressing her hand. Feeling 
of any kind is apt to be commonplace ; it is hard to say any- 
thing original when deeply moved. 

' And after your first congratulations there was nothing satis- 
factory to be got out of you about my marriage. You see, I 
got what I wanted.' Gabriella finished up thoughtlessly, for- 
getting, as she often did, the presence of her husband's sister. 
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Sister Valeria drew her fingers away^ neitber quickly nor 
deliberately. She simply drew them away. 

'Are you happy, Archangel }' she asked^ with a long g^lance 
from those eyes that seemed now to read through hidden 
things. 

^ Oh ! ever so ! But he hasn't had time to get wicked in 
eight months. Only his head is always in the moon — ^you 
don't mind that slur, do you, Laura ? ' 

Laura, a sister-in-law who had probably found out by this 
time that indulgence is the best policy, shook her head with a 
gentle smile. She shared Gabriella's opinion, with one excel- 
lent reason more for doing so — Laura knew why Prospero's 
head was in the moon. 

Arduina was the first to speak again, but she had to make an 
effort in breaking the silence, great enough to be visible. 

'What do you think of me in my nun's dress? You have 
never seen me in it ; I was still a postulant when I went away.' 

'You were better in your own clothes,' ruefully. 'I say. 
Beauty, give it up and come to live with me and Prospero. I 
know he will be charmed. Let those horrid vows alone, do, 
and come out.' 

Arduina, never very fat, had grown thin to emaciation, ^mA 
her skin was as comparable to the white linen of Jwr cowl as 
a living thing can be to a dead piece of stmi^. Have you ever 
seen a woman still very jnHng^ yet so worn, so drawn, wearing 
such deep thumb-marks of disease, that only doubt or surprise 
would be called up if some one exclaimed : ' Wliat a pity ! She 
was the loveliest girl in Rome three or four years ago ' ? So 
it was with Sister Valeria. Not even the ignominy of pink 
eyes had been spared her. She caught Gabriella studying her 
face. 

'I have got such a cold/ she repeated apologetically, 'that 
I can hardly see.' 

Laura turned the conversation with some suddenness. 

' Will you remain in Rome after your vows ? ' 

' I don't know at all ; we never know.* 

' And when is the ceremony to be f ' 

' t don't know that either.' 

'You have quite made up your mind ?' 

' On remainmg ? Yes,' shortly. 

They noticed that she did not sit up straight, but leaned 
back against the parlour wall in a manner that was not nun- 
like. 

' You look tired dear.' 
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^ I haven't rested from the journey yet. It was rather trying/ 
' What sort of work have you been put to ?' 
* None.' 
'None.J^' 
' ' No. I gave a few lessons to the English class in Bi-ussels 
while the usual mistress was laid up. I had asked to be sent 
to one of our houses where poor schools are kept^ but I was 
not allowed; nor to learn nursing. Here I help. Sister 
Caroline with the accounts and other odd jobs.' 

' You the accounts ! Of all things in the world ! Why don't 
they make you teach history or literature or something with 
sense in it ? ' 
• ' She raised one shoulder a little. 

' I don't know. One must do what one is put to.' 
'Why don't you complain ?' 
She laughed as she answered — 

•Where would obedience be? You forget the third vow !' 
' What is it you would like to do ^ ' 

'I never thought much about it There are no likes and 
dislikes in monastic life^ dearest.' 

. ' How exactly you have caught their cant ! Yet I thought 
yott would have turned out a nun so different froai the rest.' 
'So did I.' And Sister Valeria laughed again^ uneasily. 
'Have you heard from Monsignor Ferri lately.^' Gabriella 
inquired after a pause. 
' Not for a long time.' 
'Where is he?' 

' He was with the Nuncio at Vienna some months ago.' 
' Some months ago ! But you couldn't live without him once 
upon a time^ so that I^ for one, thought you were in love with . 
him. Don't you correspond ? ' 

'No.' 
' A bell clanged through the corridor close by Sister 
Valeria's nerves must have been in a sorry condition, for 
she coloured, at the unexpected noise, to the border of the 
white linen band that pressed round her brow, and started as 
if she would have jumped up. 
' Must you go ? ' cried Laura. 

'No, not yet. Why don't we go out in the garden to chat? 
Will you come ? We shall be more comfortable than here.' 

She looked round at the four walls of the parlour as if she 
did not trust them ; and her eye had wandered more than 
once to the parlour door that was half glass — as all doors must 
he in convent parlours, that the portress may see what goes on 
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within them and report all irregularities. I don't think glus 
doors exclude the key-hole, however, though as an institution 
they were meant to supersede it. 

Arduina's guests rose joyfully when she proposed the garden. 
It was the sunniest^ happiest place imagiuahle, situated on one 
of the highest points in Rome. Over the crowded thorough- 
fare helow it, full of toiling omnibus-horses and queer-looking 
foreigners cabbing up to the station, or to some of the sights 
of upper Rome recommended by that estimable Mentor, Rome 
Seen in a Week ; over the tiles, the roofs, the belfries, and the 
flowered terraces^ it was easy to see right across to the Vatican 
with its frail^ waxen prisoner of a tjrrannical tradition. 

The gravel paths were well kept and the lawns were smooth. 
Large thickets of white spirea blossomed effusively under the 
groups of trees, and the beautiful, many-coloured stocks known 
in Rome as ' Easter violets ' grew out in the sunshine in great 
clumps of brilliant glare, after their sturdy fashion. Both 
Laura and Gabriella, as they walked one on each side of 
her^ were struck with the gladness of Arduina's surroundings. 
But there are few things more unwelcome than too niuch 
sunshine when there is none within ; and no season, at times, 
stirs up such dregs of envious discontent as free young spring. 
It must have been one of such times for Arduina; her eyes 
grew very wistful as they roved over the sparkling panorama. 

^So, you quintessence of independence,' Gabriella began, 
'how do you enjoy being shut up?' She had caught the 
glance, if not the yearning in it. 

' One can't call tfds being shut up ! ' 

' But Paris and Brussels P ' 

* The garden was much larger in both places^ and in Paris we 
had quite a park.' 

' Were there many of you ? ' 

'Thirty novices — mostly French and Spanish. Then there 
were some English, and a German or two. An American, just 
converted^ was the nicest. I was quite fond of her. But she 
left very soon. The life didn't suit her. She quarrelled with 
the Mistress of the Novices nearly every day.' 

' That was why you liked her. Have you tamed down into 
doing your quarrelling by proxy ? It wasn't so in Miss Bell's 
time.' 

Arduina smiled, but did not answer. 

' I am the first Italian in the Congregation,' she said. 

'I suppose that has got you petted. Were they fond 
of you ? ' 
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Sister Valeria smiled in an extremely peculiar way* 

' I never asked myself the question. You see we are taught 
to trouble ourselves no more than is necessary about each 
other. How else should we learn detachment from human 
objects of affection ? ' 

Laura^ who caught the irony of the last period^ said nothing ; 
but Gabriella continued — 

' Do you remember^ Beauty, how many things used to puzzle 
us when we went to school ? If they used disciplines at Sainta 
Marta, and how a Chapter is carried on ? Now you know. Do 
tell me.' 

Sister Valeria stroked the ArchangeFs hand that was passed 
under her arm. 

' We can't tell tales out of school, dearest. Talk of something 
else. Tell me about your baby. How sweet to have a baby 
coming, all one's own !' 

'Somewhere about July I think it will make up its mind.' 
But her face had clouded over. She lowered her voice, as if 
she would rather Laura did not hear this — 'And I'm so 
frightened ! Do you think I shall die ? ' 

It seemed rather comical to talk of death up there in the 
sun. Laura had heard in spite of the whisper. 

'Give her courage, Arduina; she is a little absurd at times — 
an absurd little coward. She really could not be in better 
health.' 

Another bell rang, but its sound was pleasantly picturesque 
heard in the open air. It changed the thoughts of all 
three. 

' I must go this time. That bell means four o'clock.' 

' So soon ? But we have had time to say so little. We have 
only just caught sight of each other.' 

'I must go, nevertheless.' Sister Valeria was all nervous 
uneasiness since the ringing of that bell. 'You must come 
again; perhaps another time I shall be able to stay longer. 
Sister Martha is going through a retreat, and I have taken the 
small class for a few days.' 

'You don't mean to say you hold a class with your chest in 
that condition } You can just speak.' 

' What matters ? I came here to do something or other, to 
fvork, not to look after my health. If it chooses to get in my 
way, it must be jumped over, that 's all.' 

' You are not big enough to be magniloquent, dear/ put in 
Laura. ' Your theory is good as a theory, but it may lead you 
to something unpleasant if carried to extremities.' 
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' It can't lead me farther than my graFe/ 
'Well!' 

Life was so dear to the Archangel ! 

' Seriously, Arduina, take care of yourself. You might ead 
by being ill/ 

* What matters?' 

Her manner irritated Laura, who could not bear nonsense. 

* Surely you don't want to die at twenty-one, do you ? ' 

' What possible difference can there be for me betweea 
twenty-one and sixty-one? Must we not be always equalJ? 
ready to go or stay ? Are we judges of which is best for os, 
the going or the staying ? What matters ? ' 

They were walking slowly back to the convent door. The 
air was full of bells, all alive and quivering with bells^ and from 
distant St. Peter's there came an occasional warning note of 
deeper bronze, that seemed to dominate and to guide and to 
give tone to the many-voiced other bells. 

'Why so much ringing just to-day?' said Gabriella. 

' It is the eve of a feast-day.' 

'To-morrow is the Annunciation/ added Laura. 

' Of course.' 

' I wonder why bells are rung for joy/ said Sister Valeria. 
' Nothing is sadder.' 

' Do you think so ? Oh, by the way, it was on the eve of a 
feast-day that you went with us to Frasso ! ' 

She bade them good-bye in haste, afraid of being late for 
her class. 

Laura and the Archangel went straight home after the 
convent. They had a list of other visits in their card-case, 
prepared for that day. Neither suggested it. And they 
hardly spoke, all through the homeward streets. Only, when 
they reached the big flat where the older and the younger 
Sant' Onofrios lived together since Prospero had been gi^en a 
post in Rome, Gabriella looked round at her companion, and 
Laura had to draw her eyes away that she might not see their 
unfriendliness. 

She had been thinking of her brother s constant, disheartened 
gloom; of that other victim's awful sacrifice up at Santa 
Marta ; all for the sake of this pretty toy-woman, who knew 
not how to drink of bliss, and whose tears were as rose- 
water. 

The eve of a feast-day! Three nuns were, busy about the. 
central altar of the chapel. It was half-past nine ; Office. being 
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over, the gas was turned down low ; only two bowls of spirea 
remained to be placed. A lay sister dusted the dark choir 
stalls and the high claustral gates. 

Arduina was there. Evening and the fatigue of the half- 
chanted Office had left their trace behind. She was not 
trimming the altar. Straight up against the communion rails^ 
with her hands behind her back^ her eyes were fixed on the 
small platform where the Sacrament was exposed during the 
daytime ; her breath came and went unevenly, and the corners 
of her mouth trembled. 

Thoughts passed through her mind that were flaying her 
soul alive, evidently, for when she moved away to the sacristy 
door, there was the pattern of the rails she had been grasping 
marked across her palms. 

As she disappeared from the dim chapel full of echoes. and 
shadows, the sisters she left behind paused in their deft labour 
and exchanged a glance. 

^ Poor dear sister ! ' whispered one, violating the rule of strict 
silence after Office in her great compassion. 

Was it pity ? Or was it sarcasm } Was it a great kindness 
or a deep cruelty } 

Sister Valeria found her way to her own cell, losing it, 
however, once or twice in the cold meshes of monotonous 
corridors. They wore cord shoes at Santa Marta, and her 
steps made no sound as she crept along, guiding herself by 
the light of a wax taper she carried rolled up in a tin box, the 
click of her rosary as it beat against her keys answered by the 
bustling tick of a tall clock that stood in one of the vestibules. 
The days were glorious just then, but the nights were chilly 
still — the spring was not many days old, and had about it at 
some hours all the rawness of youth. Arduina drew her shawl 
round her tighter as she entered her bare room. Then she 
let her light go out and undressed in the dark. The partition 
walls were very thin, and from the cell at her left came a 
gruesome noise that gave her a stronger shiver than the cold — 
a regular sound, as of dust being beaten off garments ; only it 
came from the application of a cord scourge to human shoulders. 
It was Sister Paula battling with the flesh or the devil : not 
the world, for she had left it behind her five-and-twenty 
years ago. 

Arduina stood some time motionless by her bedside, then 
she passed a fearful glance over the whitewashed walls, and 
went to make sure her door was fast. Any one would have 
thought this a prelude to some unusually mysterious act. But 
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she came back only to stand by her bedside again^ with an 
absent-minded look. 

' Prospero^' she murmured^ just loud enough for her own ears 
to catch the sounds ' do you love her ? Love her ? ' 

A pause. 

* So you have forgotten me ? It is true, then ? ' 

There must have been a poor sort of delight in repeating 
that name to herself just loud enough for her own ears to catch 
the sound. She mumbled it again^ before drawing herself 
under the coarse sheets^ very softly : ' Prosper© ! ' 

The minutes passed rapidly, heavy as heart-beats, and many 
of them. Yet Arduina did not go to sleep, though she lay 
perfectly still — perfectly still until one of the thoughts that 
were flaying her soul alive pierced deeper than she could bear ; 
then she bounded out of bed. 

* O God ! ' she cried, ' it can't be done ! ' 

She stalked across the room easily, for there was no furniture 
to stumble over, and burst open her window, leaning her thinly- 
clad body far into the crisp night, her wild, dry eyes — a 
question burning in them that could not be extinguished — 
fixed on the impassive heavens thick with stars. 
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When Prospero returned to Naples after his Sicilian tour, he 
found not only A rd ulna's letter breaking off their engagement 
in the most explicit terms ; but also one from Laura, dated a 
week or two later, telling him of Arduina's actual entrance at 
Santa Maria, and advising him to make the best of it, as all 
that affection or argument could suggest had been tried by her 
on the girl in vain. 

He had hurried to Rome and to the convent, only to find 
that a 'miracle of grace,' as Mother Agnes styled it, had 
rendered her inaccessible to any entreaty, having been sent 
already to the house of the Congregation in Paris where novices 
are trained. Sant' Onofrio would have followed her there, 
would have pleaded with her himself for their mutual love, had 
it not been impossible just then to obtain leave of absence for 
abroad. Perhaps if he had gone, instead of writmg, he would 
have succeeded in bringing her back with him. But when he 
was at last free, he no longer wished to go. Hard thoughts 
of the girl who had played with him superseded, for a time, 
the desire of her. And precisely in that time of weakness, 
advised by one, pushed by another, not caring very much what 
he did, since the one thing dear to him could not be done, he 
let Gabriella marry him. Having been transferred from the 
command of the torpedo-boat to a post in Rome, he had come 
to live with his father, and Laura's joy passed description. 

Nor did he find the process, necessary he was told, of a rich 
marriage, as trying as he had expected at first The girl was 
undeniably pretty, and far too triumphant at having captured 
her prize, not to be good-tempered. So that, in spite of the 
abandoned man's love-sickness, it was Laura who thought most 
of the young exile. She thought of her day and night, dis- 
appointed in her, mad with her, sorry for her. The disappoint- 
ment and the anger she applied to herself too, more than often, 
when she surveyed her own position, returned to its old aimless 
isolation; when she reproached herself for not having seized 
the knot of the enigma ; for having let events thus shape and 
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misshape themselves before her eyes, while a little plaia speak- 
ing would have averted the silent catastrophe that was making 
patchwork of two lives — of two lives, if not three ; for would 
Gabriella, so exacting, long be satisfied with her indulgent yet 
absent-minded, docile yet cold and irritable husband ? Would 
she not begin drawing comparisons with other women's husbands, 
and, even while having nothing serious to complain of, be^ln 
taking him to task ? Then the trio would be complete. 

Why had she not spoken out ? 

Probably because she was not the all-seeing, all-enterprising* 
member of the family who comes in so useful in fiction to 
unravel situations when they have got hopelessly tangled. She 
could never be one of those convenient personages who are so 
clever at piercing and explaining, who brave paternal furies, 
and take such pains to remove other people's obstinacies. For 
one thing, she did not understand very clearly what was going 
on until a year or more after everything had taken place. For 
another, Arduina's eloquent charm and forcible, burning zeal 
carried her away at the time far beyond anything that was not 
admiration for a sacrifice she herself would not have been 
capable of. Long afterwards her heart smote her. When she 
looked across the table at Prospero's glum face ; when she read 
Arduina's short, cramped letters and saw regret of her hasty 
step in, for another, invisible pain-marks between the written 
lines ; then she told herself, ' I might have said this, I should 
have done that.' But she was always forced to add : ' If I had 
known ; if I had guessed.' 

It was very clear to her now that Monsignor Ferri was 
either a fanatic of the cold species that is the most relentless, 
or a conscious schemer who had played for the enticing over to 
his party — to God, he said-— of Arduina's high feeling, quick 
intelligence and deep courage— and had won; that the Santa 
Marta sisters had played too for all these things, but principally 
for the large villa at Frasso, or the proceeds of its sale, and had 
equally won ; that Prospero could not forget the love he had 
been unfaithful to; that Gabriella could by no manner of 
adaptability on her husband's part replace Arduina. But she 
had not thought this three years ago, when Arduina had come 
to her with the glint of all that is sublime running through her 
eyes, and her whole person like a gold thread in a rich tissue, 
with the words : 

' I have made up my mind ; now I can see my way plainly. 
I must make haste to walk while it is a pmth of Jight.' Laura 
had remembered the early Christian martyrs, the Huguenots, 
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and the first Crusaders ; the same glow had spread through her 
own feelings and she had kept a wondering silence^ as if it had 
heen given her to watch the unfolding of a supernatural mission. 
She had even taken some praise to herself for having allowed 
sisterly love to interfere so little with the dictates of Divine 
Will. 

Three years had passed, and one glance at Arduina's face 
had sent a stab of remorse through her delicate conscience that 
would not heal in a day. Had not even the Archangel, so 
happy herself, so superficial a physiognomist, run into her 
husband's room, summing up her impressions with a shake in 
her voice and a catch in her breath : 

' Oh, Prospero, we shouldn't have let her do it ! You never 
saw such a cruel shame ! ' 

Too faithfully Sister Valeria had carried out the motto she 
had elected to be later engraved within the gold ring of her 
vows, as is the custom at Santa Marta: ExwanivU semetipsum. 
Verily she had destroyed herself. 

When Arduina first entered cloister doors, it seemed to her 
that she had truly found the one place in the world the haven 
of rest A new Arduina, absorbed, helped on, thoroughly 
grasped and understood, it appeared, by her Superior, smiled 
benignly at the foolish child Arduina who had wanted to do 
something grand by founding an Order all to herself; and 
managed even to look down unfalteringly on the weak-minded 
Arduina who had thought to find satisfaction and fulness in so 
poor and limited a thing as human love. She was able to 
answer Prospero's letters coldly. The two last that he wrote 
were sent back by her Superior unopened: 'to save the poor 
child needless Morry.' This she was not told. She only knew 
that Prospero had ceased writing, had given her up. And 
when she got convinced of it,' she felt glad. 

At the Noviceship, where obedient humility is so prized a 
thing, there was no limit to her self-destruction. Whatever 
the order, whatever the occupation, she went to it gladly, 
without a remark, without a preference. Could it be, the 
Mistress of the Novices inquired of herself, that they had a 
saint in their midst, one of those exquisite beings whose flesh 
gets worn through in their eagerness ; who reach at a bound 
those further summits of mystic theology, the very existence 
of which remains unsuspected by most ; whose faith defies the 
virulent attacks of modem reason ; whose sensibility, heroism, 
and deep significance of interior life make up the peculiar 
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figures of a St. Catherine of Siena^ a Santa Teresa, an Ignatius 
of Loyola ? Could it be ? 

She passed like a star through the two years of her Novitiate ; 
but long before the rays shed by her meteor-like personality 
had ceased gladdening her companions, long before her Mistress, 
who followed her even more closely than astronomers watch a 
newly-risen planet, had perceived that her light was waning, 
the meteor's fires were quenched. Perliaps she was so far otT 
from all those women, separated from them by distances so far 
beyond measure, that it took her rays a long time to reach their 
perception, and even the last emanating from her ere Iier final 
eclipse might still be on their way before any one could suspect 
that they would be the last. They were still dizzy^ still in 
admiration of her, when she left their narrow firmament alto- 
gether ; for, her noviceship over, they sent her to Brussels. 

And by that time she, if no one else, had discovered the 
doleful truth of her blackened life. 

There are some eyes, apparently gifted with excellent sight, 
that are nevertheless imperfectly formed, and are put to a con- 
stant, though unconscious strain. The astonishment of their 
owner, one day, is very great, when he finds his sight gone, 
suddenly and perhaps definitely, until an oculist tells him that 
the case is a common one ; that he ought to have used eye- 
glasses in earliest youth, or else never to have taxed his optic 
nerve. 

Arduina went on and ever on, bearing the strain of the life 
she had put herself to, believing it was good for her, telling 
herself she liked it, until she felt that it was killing her. Her 
will gave way one morning, on a trifling occasion, and then she 
knetv she had been making an effort all along, so fearful an effort 
that it had devoured body and soul in two years. Then she 
tried to go on as she had begun, but it was impossible. Hence- 
forth she never prayed again when it was her turn to kneel 
before the glittering altar, with its inebriating perfume of rich, 
shut-up flowers and its white, implacable Sacrament. Once 
more, and this time so far from the possibility of living up to 
it that her new creed seemed a mad fancy of her own brain, 
she went back to the glorious, borderless Pantheism that is the 
natural religion of youth ; once more she spent her weeks in 
a yearning, hopeless now, for liberty to move, speak, laugh, 
cry, and love. Each stereotyped, idiotic day she spent ate like 
a cancer into her soul. 

The first time she woke up to the full misery of her condition 
was on the morning of her twentieth birthday. She had just 
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arrived from Paris. Her uoviceship being over, she might ha^ e 
returned to Rome at once to arrange her affairs and take ht-r 
vows ; but her trustee had not given his consent to the passing 
of her fortune into other hands so long as his guardianship of 
Villa Belvedere lasted. Nor would he allow her to take any 
engagement involving her property — such as the monastic pro- 
fession — until she should have attained her majority. So she 
was to stay in Brussels for a year. And there she fell under 
a Frencli Superior, whose soul and whose flesh must have been 
formed long ago, in the lusty centuries of sound faith and in- 
tolerant good-health, and have found their way by the merest 
chance into this nerve-racked age. Siie was a tall, stout, 
sensible woman, with traces of unindulged sensuality about her 
face. Her sensuality, however, took only two forms— over- 
sleeping herself and liking underdone meat. One could tee 
slie liked red meat and red wine, though she would not have 
known the difference between Burgundy and old port. There 
were no fads about her. Regularity and the making of no 
'fuss* — being ill or sad was counted as 'fuss' by the worthy 
woman — were the qualities she most appreciated in her sisters. 
There was no fear of ecstasies or supposed revelations to be 
entertained about her; she said her prayers from a staunch 
sense of duty, without any variation of mood, without ever 
drawing from them the half-hysterical and certainly voluptuous 
delight that other more delicate women experience. She was 
kind in a bluff" fashion, when convinced that it was part of her 
duty to be kind; and when she caught herself flagging or 
thought she otherwise needed it, she applied the discipline 
to her substantial limbs as if she were whipping up somebody 
else's cart-horse. She had been given the ludicrously inappro- 
priate name of Sister Marie Dolores of the Holy Angels, and 
her motto was in keeping with the name, though hardly with 
the person : ' Come unto me.' 

The whole community, which was a large one, not unnatur- 
ally took its tone from the head, Arduina getting disliked from 
the first. They were irritated by her graceful manners ; they 
. could see nothing but hypocrisy in her kindness that was almost 
morbid. Above all, they mistrusted her far-seeing eyes, which 
-.were so much more reproachful than her silent tongue, and 
could pierce so deep when they troubled to look. 

On the morning of her twentieth birthday she rose, as usual, 
at half-past five, dressed, and . went to office. She was very 
unwell and had caught a cough in the train. Moreover, they 
gave her nothing to do^ so that she spent a good part of her 
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time in the chapel, until boredom got the better of her. lo 
Paris there had been a different occupation marked for her 
every half-hour^ so that the barren days had dropped oflT one 
by one very rapidly^ and it now seemed impossible that more 
than two years of her life could be really gone. 

And what had she been made do with them ? She let her 
heavy brows drop on her thin palm as she knelt in her carved 
stall, and gave hei*self up to herself. People came and went 
from the chapel, but she did not heed them ; the dinner-bell 
rang, and she did not hear it ; one of the older sisters after- 
wards reprimanded her sharply for her unjustified absence from 
the refectory, but she did not care. The smile of a sleepwalker 
hovered round her lips; she had gone back to Frasso. 

Beyond the frail power of a loving heart as it may seem, it 
was nevertheless true that she had never until now allowed the 
thought of Prospero to repossess her. She had had a difficult 
week of it when the news of his engagement came ; but she 
was still in the second period of her self'-imposed fortitude 
then; she had been able to force her soul into thankfulness 
for the Archangel's happiness, into fervent joy that no life had 
been blighted by her faithfulness to the Divine call, since 
Prospero, who alone might have needed her, was so evidently 
comforted. So this was the first time that she realized, with 
the lucidity that distinguished most of her discoveries and 
convictions, how completely she had used up all her power of 
resistance, how intensely one with the knowledge of her own 
existence was the thought of Prospero Sant' Onofrio. And 
now there was no help for it ; no use in saying now, ' I have 
made a mistake. 

She passed some excruciating weeks. There was no full, 
complete joy for her to look back upon in the past that was 
no more ; none of those moments, short, but perfect in them- 
selves, that shoot a radiance through the years that come after. 
Glimpses, snatches, that was all. Her present just stayed 
within the limit of things tolerable, sometimes even outstepping 
that frontier. And there was no future for her in this world ; 
she had sold her right to a future for a brown dress and a brass 
crucifix It was not a cheerful panorama. Even at this 
advanced stage, however, she did battle hand-to-hand with her 
own despondency. 

' Lo ! the height that I had taken 

As so shining from below. 
Was a desolate, forsaken 
Jlegion of perpetual snow,' 
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she told herself. Yet something might be done still. Her 
first Prometheos-like vision^ that of being to her country- 
i¥omen the prophet of a new era^ had vanished. Her second 
ideal, that of representing in herself the type of a saint^ had 
dwindled with her faith into something thinner than air. She 
would try being a bloodless martyr — the martyr of a daily 
sorrow grandly borne ; of a daily^ gentle^ unsuspected patience 
that would open to her the flood-gates of deep sympathies and 
in time^ perhaps^ the flood-gates of usefulness. 

She tried^ and failed again. 

Beyond a sullen dejection when she could manage to be 
submissive, beyond a feverish, inconstant activity on the days 
when she succeeded in rousing herself^ she could not go. And 
her fitfulness did not pass unobserved. The community dis- 
liked her, and in consequence tormented her. I need not 
enter into the details of what was done for her desperation, 
there being hardly a limit to the ingenious malignity, to the 
inventive, refined torture of one woman, of which twenty-seven 
other women boxed-in and herded together are capable. 
Twenty-seven pairs of sharp eyes made short work of reading 
her through. The Superior, too, made short work of seeing 
that hers was no solid vocation ; that she was one of those who 
die at twenty-six or so of inanition when they do not cause a 
scandal by running away. Perhaps, as she did not like Arduina, 
and her uncertain health made her almost unserviceable to the 
community, the excellent Mother, if left to herself, might have 
had the honesty of restoring the girl to rational life. But she 
received her instructions concerning the Italian novice from 
Rome, from Mother Agnes — instructions that put such a course 
out of the question. 

Villa Belvedere was valued at sixty thousand francs, and 
Commendatore Sant' Onofrio was well known to be in love 
with it. He had spoken to the American consul about its 
purchase already. That too was known. What could a girl's 
mere happiness, her life, even, weigh in a balance that had 
sixty thousand francs thus thrown upon it } All that was now 
to be watched over was that she should not quit her convent, 
and that once of age she should make a transfer of her goods 
to one of the heads of the Congregation. 

With this aim in view, it would have been natural, it seems, 
to treat her gently, and to attach her as much as possible to 
her convent home. This is where the joy of persecuting got 
the better of Santa Marta cupidity and diplomacy. They could 
not let her alone, any more than som^ small boys can help 
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tlirowing stones at a mangy dog or a wounded bird — even when 
fully alive to the fact that a taste of the comer and no jam for 
their tea will be the results of their sport if caught at it. 

That year in Brussels Sister Valeria was kept in utter idle- 
ness, except for a few lessons to the English class^ and some 
sacristy work just before she left. She was not allowed to mix 
with the school-girls even at play-time. Yet the worst scamps 
would have obeyed her ; one or two worshipped her at a dis- 
tance. And always they stopped their games to look after her 
as she passed, held by the fascination of the smile, the kind 
sadness of the look she gave them or any one who approached 
her on the rare occasions when she raised her lids. The memory 
of that smile lingered in many hearts that most impressions 
glided over, long afler all the rest of the 'sick sister' was 
forgotten. For the Brussels boarders persisted in calling her 
'the sick sister' — ^perhaps a little because they had noticed 
that it did not please their other mistresses, who chose to keep 
their eyes closed deliberately on the failing health of Sceur 
Valerie. 

And towards the end of her stay, they found something 
serious to bring up against Arduina in the way of gossip. A 
new Spanish priest came to replace one of the usual officiating 
ministers while Arduina was in partial charge of the sacristy. 
He was a man full of charm, and probably unscrupulous. The 
sad little nun, with her unmistakable superiority and her evident 
traces of recent beauty, doubtless interested him, and he did 
all in his power to interest her. Seeing that he remained per- 
fectly unnoticed, he exerted himself still more. His doubts 
about the peculiar Mass for the day, about the number of the 
wafers for consecration, about the quality of the Mass-wine had 
no number. Sister Valeria, struggling with troubles of her 
own, absorbed, indifferent, went about her task, too glad to 
have one that pleased her, among the flowers, the pretty altar- 
vases, the rich vestments, the fine linen, the dainty laces 
belon<]^ing to the chapel, a trifle more content than usual, 
certainly miles away from guessing the malignant interest she 
was exciting, or the monstrous story those twenty-seven unoccu- 
pied heads w^ere arranging with such care till every part fitted 
in with its neighbour. Her twenty-first birthday came and 
went while the scandal was brewing. At last it was considered 
ripe, and allowed to break over her head. Her genuine sur- 
prise and violent indignation were of no avail. They were 
convinced, those charitable nuns, of their own truth. But the 
Spanish priest was not sacrificed. He was far too handsome. 
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And the convenience of a priest whom the ladies liked^ and 
M'ho said the late, fashionable Mass in twenty minutes, was so 
great, that the community could not do without him. Arduina 
was removed from the sacristy at once, with much mystery, 
and then sent to Rome in disgrace. Mother Agnes received 
her accordingly, keeping her apart from her sisters, as one 
unfitted to associate with pure-minded women, threatening to 
defer the ceremony of her vows as one unsuited to her present 
disposition. 

Arduina never attempted defence or explanation — ^not out of 
Christian humility, but from deep, intangible pride. 

Her mind had become one cold blank. Early rising, coarse 
food, insufficient clothing, fatigue of the lungs, uninter- 
rupted fretting, and too frequent explosions of indignation ever 
repressed had shattered her health. She took interest in 
nothing. Thwarted in every detail ; forbidden to do the things 
she had a natural talent for ; put to employments that nauseated 
her ; forced to lie in bed when she felt her blood course madly 
through her swollen veins, and real hard work would have been 
salvation; set about some heavily irksome task when a suc- 
cession of sleepless nights had reduced her physical strength to 
annihilation ; bowed down, though she would not let herself 
appear so, by the weight of the impious accusation, she arrived 
in Rome unrecognizable. Even Mother Agnes, notwithstanding 
her rigorous attitude, ¥Fas alarmed and uneasy. Not that she 
was afraid of her death — what did that matter now that her 
majority was past, that the Villa Belvedere was the property of 
Commendatore Sant' Onofrio and the fifty-five thousand francs 
obtained therefrom the property of Santa Marta, duly made over 
by Arduina d'Erella to constitute the dowry of Sister Valeria ? 
As an actual worker, any nice strong girl who had never read 
Shakespeare and knew not of Schopenhauer, would be ten times 
as. useful to the Order as Arduina. The girl could die if she 
wanted to. 

But she had more faith than Sister Valeria herself in the 
devotion towards her of the Sant' Onofrio and de Simone 
families. 

Mother Agnes knew, which Arduina did not, exactly how 
often they had come up to the convent to ask after the absent 
sister. She had seen regret and disapproval in Laura's face 
and concerned anxiety even in her father s. She had seen the 
most headstrong attachment demonstrated by the Archangel's 
boisterous visits ; and Prospero came up alone .to inquire too 
often, and be looked at her too searchingly, with too strong a 
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repulsion in his eyes, for his visits not to mean love — the 
ancient^ unknown word that Mother Agnes had read about as 
the most potent lever and most evil adviser in this world of 
violent motives and wortliless counsellors. What if all these 
intrusive friends^ none of tliem over favourable to convents, 
seeing her in so deplorable a condition^ were to make a dis- 
turbance and to work her into the notion that conventual life 
was not good for her ? What if she should find both ornamental 
girl and serviceable money wrung from her grasp at once ? 

She could not, however, refuse such near friends, who had 
taken towards Arduina the place of parents and sisters, a glimpse 
of their little nun. Refusal under any plea would seem sus- 
picious ; and as they were bound to see her at some time or 
other before her vows, suspicions would become certainty at 
sight of her diminished form and hunted face. So she allowed 
that first visit. Nay, Mother Agnes was more indulgent still — 
she granted the only request Arduina had made since her 
arrival, by letting a foreign woman she had never heard of^ a 
certain Lizzie the girl seemed to care about^ come up to the 
sunny convent and see her darling. 
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A FEW mornings later^ on Easter Monday, six days after the 
visit of a strange doctor to whom she had been submitted, 
Arduina received a summons from Mother Agnes as she was 
sweeping her cell. She obeyed it immediately. 

The Superior's room was the same as when she had made its 
acquaintance in her pupil days, and the knowing little chair 
still held its own by the side of the writing-table. 

The nun was painting, bent very low over an illuminated 
piece of parchment. 

' You may sit down.' 

Sister Vaderia obeyed, and crossed her arms on her breast, 
inside her ample sleeves. 

' How do you feel to-day, ma sceur ? * 

' Quite well, ma m^e,' 

* How is your cough ? * 
' Better, thank you/ 

* And — your poor nerves ? ' with a point of irony. 
' My nerves are generally in excellent condition.' 

'You do not, then, think tliat there is something the matter 
with you } * 

* Nothing. And if there were, perhaps it would be better.' 
'I do not doubt it. You are one of the cowards who, 

enamoured of the delights of heaven, would only be too glad 
to be sent there early, leaving others to do all the work.' 

' I don't think either ray going or my staying would make 
much difference to the work that gets done in the world — I do 
so little.' 

'You have spoken a true word. One thing, however, you 
might do with considerable advantage to the glory of God and 
the dignity of your habit; that is, check your irrepressible 
tongue.' 

She neither answered nor looked annoyed. 

'But I have no time to waste to-day. I want to know, 
before entering on the subject I have called you about, what 
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caused you to complain of our treatment to the friends who 
came to see you some ten days ago ? What possessed jou to 
weep and wail over your weak health until you talked them 
into sending their own doctor, as if ours had not hitherto been 
all-sufficient ? I call yours most unmortified conduct.' 

'You surprise me, mother. I never spoke of my health, 
barely mentioning I had a cold when they inquired. Less than 
that I could not say. Nor did I know the doctor who came 
the other day was sent by them. You sent me word that I 
was to come to your room to be examined, and I came unques- 
tioningly.' 

'Well, it may be. Do you wish to know the judgment 
passed on you } ' 

* Most certainly, if I may.' 

' It seems you are in danger of sinking into consumption and 
dying at your mother s age.' 

Mother Agnes too could be outspoken when the occasion 
required it. She had a very high opinion of the good to be 
wrought by always telling the truth. 

•That means at twenty-seven? I can't say it would be 
unlucky.' 

' Nor I. Can it be other than happiness to reach the goal 
so soon ? Created as we are for eternity, can we be other than 
joyful when eternity comes to meet us half-way? But it 
would be very unlucky if it got said in Rome that you had 
died because life at Santa Marta had killed you ; because we 
had refused you attendance and medical advice, or some 
rubbish of that sort.' 

' But I do not think that could be said. So far as doctors 
and complete rest can go to make any one sound, I have had 
plenty of both. Moreover, I have been given thicker under- 
clothing, iron and cod-liver oil. And I eat meat on Fridays. 
What more can be done \ ' 

' I am sure I don't know. But a complication has arisen. 
Tliis ungodly doctor, who knows not that the peace of God's 
house is superior to any medicine, this man has said that the 
life fatigues you. Oh, what was the word } — atrophizes you ; 
that your nerves are in a shocking condition ; that you need 
change of scene, without delay, to ward off something serious. 
Sea-air, possibly, until July, and the mountains ai'ter that. 
You may easily understand how I cannot send you anywhere 
alone. Still less can I spare a sister just now to accompany 
you. It is not for want of thinking it over, child, believe xne. 
I cannot spare any one. Yet I cannot take upon me the 
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responsibility of keeping you here after a verdict that has been 
so absolute.' 

' But if it can't be helped^ mother ? ' 

* It can be helped. The Sant' Onofrios were here yesterday, 
offering to take you to Frasso. They start next week. Your 
friend Gabriella is not well either ; the child is expected in 
July, so she is going down there at once, while she is still able 
to get about comfortably — her aunt, herself, and her husband.' 

And her hasband ! Arduina drew her feet in a little under 
the hem of her robe. 
' How did you answer ? ' 

* That I was grateful, and that, if having a nun in the house 
did not interfere with their habits, I should have you ready to 
start with them.' 

■' Is this — isn't it against the Rules ?' 

'The Rules .^ Nonsense! It is the spirit, not the letter, 
that should be obeyed. Necessity has forced Superiors to even 
greater concessions than this. What is a slight modification 
like the present in comparison to the life of a sister? 
Sincerely, in spite of your persistently declaring yourself " all 
right," you are not as you were when you first left Rome three 
years ago. There is not the slightest question about the 
advisability of your going. You must go,' 

Mother Agnes grew tenderly eloquent at sight of her own 
kindness. 

* Ma mere/ said the girl, in so strained a voice that the 
Superior put her brush down quickly and turned round to stare 
at her, * would it not be simpler to let matters go on as they 
have begun .f^ There is not much fear of my dying — people 
who wouldn't mind never do. I will do my best to bring no 
unpleasantness on you, if you will only not send me there.' 

' And why, if you please ? ' 

Sister Valeria flushed and then grew pale again — white as 
the wall behind her head. 

' 1 cannot go ! And the reasons are such that you cannot 
force me to. Anything, anything but that.' 

' Anything but rvkat, you foolish child } ' said the nun kindly, 
taking possession of both her hands. 'Some sisters have had 
to go to much worse places. Frasso in spring, I have been 
told, is very quiet; besides, you will be left free to live as you 
please, I suspect. Even outside convent walls you can make 
a solitude for yourself if only you have the wish. You are 
going with respectable people, who can do nothing to scandalize 
you. With your dearest friend, too. You used to make 
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publicity enough^ in your school-days, of your {riendship for 
Gabriella de Simone. I don't see what objections you can raise.' 

'Mother, can you have forgotten tliat three yean ago her 
husband was engaged to me ? ' 

A thin, most amused laugh tinkled through the room. 

' Ha ! ha ! You have not left your vanity behind you, I see. 
And you can have no very high opinion of the gentleman you 
intended marrying. So you are afraid of being molested with 
improper reminiscences? For shame I What ain impure 
thought ! But I can set yon at rest on that point. It is well 
known that Captain Sant' Onofrio has every proper feeling of 
respect and affection for his wife/ 

The tormented girl had risen. She was standing behind her 
chair, grasping its wooden back. Her clenched hands trembled, 
and the lines that were already beginning to forai a slow net- 
work under her eyes suddenly lookeci yerj deep. 

' Yet any confessor would tell you you ought not to send 
me,' she murmured. 

'And any confessor would tell you you ought to obey. I 
know what our ordinary director would say, and there is no 
time to consult an extraordinary.' 

' Because you don't wish me to. Then I suppose I most 
speak out.' 

The older nun's eyes dropped, and a smile of satisfaction 
sketched itself on her lips. How long she had been trying 
to wrest this suffering creature's secret from her! For she 
possessed one, certainly. Her depression was too mysteri- 
ous and her alternate fits of limpness and rebellion bespoke 
something deeper than ' nerves ' in a nature so far above caprice, 
so desirous and capable of dominating mere temperament. 
It had never dawned on the woman's mind that Sister Valeria 
could have loved the man she had given up. She knew her to 
be a little strange ; but that she should deliberately, because 
her soul was crowded with unfindable ideals, have pushed 
aside her own love together with another's, and have taken the 
veil with the load of a passion that she might have satisfied, 
was more than all Arduina's strangeness even seemed to 
warrant. Mother Agnes had seen many golden and many 
dusky heads held down to be shorn by the yoke of an idea ; 
but her experience in this branch of psychology did not range 
beyond the knowledge of sacrifices made out of ignorance^ dis- 
appointment, spite, or impossibility. Many virgins she had 
seen renounce bridegrooms they did not care for, or had not 
been able to find, or who would have none of them, giving up 
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joys it was in some way beyond their power to taste ; but she 
had never seen any one's love of Christ and His thorns pushed 
to the point of tearing from her brow the nuptial diadem that 
a dear liand had placed there. How could she have guessed 
then^ that Arduina^ since she had given him up when she 
might have married him, had loved Sant' Onofrio ? 

It flashed on her now, however, before Sister Valeria had 
spoken again. 

'There is something else besides our former engagement. 
This, as his wife never knew of it, would not matter after an 
hour s awkwardness. There is something else — I love him still.' 

She stopped, and the Superior did not speak. Did it peep 
into her mind at all that sending the girl to perdition or 
saving her now lay within her choice P 

' I love him still. If I did not love him, if his marriage had 
not closed up everything before my path, I should not be here. 
I could not live outside cloister walls alone, free, and not try to 
see him. I am not afraid of sin any longer, and the horror of 
treachery to Gabriella would not give me strength for many 
days. Love, when it is love at all, isn't v^ry moral and doesn't 
reason much. 

'So that if I want to go on respecting myself, I must keep 
out of his way. It is my only reason for remaining here.' 

Mother Agnes let her wander on, too busy with the quick 
workings of her own brain to check or interrupt her. And she 
soon drew Arduina's own conclusions. Give a woman a clue, 
and she will be at the end of a chain of inductions, by some 
mad system of logic or other, long before you think she has 
begun her argumentation. And if that woman be a nun, 
she will have it all mapped out before her in perhaps half that 
time. The habit of mental prayer, of conscientious meditation, 
sharpens the mind, clears the intellect, they say. With sure 
cold-bloodedness. Mother Agnes saw that Sister Valeria, so 
pure still, could not afford to leave Santa Marta. With a 
discrimination that did her credit, she saw through the empti- 
ness of the story that had come to her from Brussels in endless 
sheets of foreign correspondence paper, and at once accepted 
this new version of Arduina. Therefore, she could not afford 
to leave Santa Marta. Thrown out upon the world and her 
own solitude, she could not decently decide upon any course of 
life or any residence without consulting her only friends. 
Doubtless they would place every obstacle in the way of her 
leaving them ; they would bring all the weight of influence and 
persuasion to bear so as to keep her near them. Her own 
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heart; pointing almost irresistibly towards such a solution^ thiis 
would bring about contact with Prospero which she did not 
appear to want. If she wished to avoid Prospero she mustj as 
she had herself said^ remain where she was. And a month or 
two of life in daily commerce with him would not certainly 
decrease her necessity of seeking shelter at Santa Marta. 
Somebody or something had told Mother Agnes that unsatisfied 
passions rarely wane. She did hesitate, though, one brief 
moment What if she should overreach herself in her desire 
to do well by the G)ngregation— and by the girl too, of course; 
she wished the girl no harm ! What if Arduina were to find 
love sweeter than honour, and come back to the convent only 
to cast her veil into her Superior's face.^ What if Captain 
Sant* Onofrio were to tempt her beyond her strength ? Nuns 
are apt to see more villainy than anjrthing else in the com- 
position of every man who is not a priest or a benefactor of the 
Church and their convent. And an officer of the Italian 
Navy — ^what could he be? But she spurned these thoughts 
from her. Owing to what she called Arduina's insufferable 
conceit, she doubted his being really so much in love with her 
still. Then, at the last, at the worst, she would know now the 
motive of an attempt on Arduina's part to shake herself free ; 
and a threat in time, the fear of exposure, would bring her 
back. The experiment could do no harm^ and might help 
matters more than anything else. 

So Arduina must be sent to Frasso. The Good Superior did 
not formulate these ideas even to herself in terms so brutally 
straightforward. She contrived to arrive at the conclusive 
argument she wanted to reach by an altogether different 
process of thought, by the piling together of reasons the most 
pious. 

At last, however, she pulled Arduina up sharply, and with 
no little sarcasm. 

' You are taking it for granted, in an amusingly self-sufficient 
way, that this gentleman remembers you.' 

A host of memories flocked to the girl's mind like a gust of 
perfume-laden air rushing into a sick-room through a ganlen 
door suddenly opened and as quickly re-shut. 

' You are one of those women tliat may be overlooked in a crowd, 
but who once noticed are never forgotten,' 

* There is too much in you. Even if each day destroyed a little of 
your image, it would take a century to destroy alL* 

' You are so genuine; you lice so frankly, so richly, that once 
passed out of a mans life, yours could not, like the remembrance of 
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other women, he a faded, dead relic. Your very memory tvould he 
a more enveloping, tangible thing than some women's presence.' 

Only words^ after all ! 

'Well, sister, when you have quite got through your con- 
siderations, you may perhaps attend to what I have been 
saying.' 

' I cannot go.' 

' But I tell you there is no other way, I will not run the 
risk of your getting worse, nor can I spare a sister, with 
the extra boarders we have, and the examinations coming on, 
to take you to the seaside. Besides, the doctor was imperative, 
and the Sant' Onofrios are already suspicious on the score 
of our treatment. Even if you yourself tell them that you will 
not go, it would look as if I had dictated the answer. Every 
responsibility is mine. It would not take long for a story like 
this — think what a precious item! — to get into the papers. 
" Cruelty in a Convent ! ' " Tyranny of a French Superior ! " 
I will not have it; and you are to be ready for the Sant' 
Onofrios when they come for you.' 

There was a halt, with no sound in the room but the 
breathing of the two women and the clear ticking of the clock. 

'I know of no other family that I could intrust you to 
without anxiety or indiscretion/ the Superior continued 
reflectively. ' If I did, who would hear the end of Gabriella's 
lamentations ? And she would have a right to be offended. 
Can I send you to an hotel or a pension alone ? You may have 
no thought for your reputation, but / have for the good name 
of a Santa Marta nun. If, like other Congregations, we had 
houses at some place by the sea, along the Riviera, or even at 
Genoa, but no, we have none. Even then, there would be the 
journey there and back. Who could accompany you ? I can 
deprive the house of no one at this moment. You see we have 
been obliged to tax even you who are ill. With Sister Clarice 
laid up and Sister Martha in retreat, there is no other way.' 

An unknown hardness sprang into Arduina's look. 

' Then,' she said in her hoarsest anger-tone, 'I shall lay my 
case before the Pope. I am bound by my vows to obey my 
Superior in all that is not sin. This, if not sin, is the high 
road to it. Either you let me alone, keeping me here to die 
even, if nothing else can be managed, or I appeal to the Pope.' 

Mother Agnes might have yielded but for one last con- 
sideration — Arduina's unwillingness would not be believed in. 
The refusal would be laid at her door. And Commendatore 
Sant' Onofrio^ though a mangia-preti at heart, was- not a 
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stranger in the by-paths of the Vatican. It was not imlikelT 
that after pleading had been found vain, the friends of this 
uncomfortable^ upsetting nun might obtain protection in higher 
quarters. Such troubles had occurred before. An order iam 
the Cardinal Vicar stating that the nun Sister Valeria was to k 
made over without delay to the family of Commendatore Sant' 
Onofrio would be in this tissue of unpleasant things the 
unpleasantest. 

She could not relent. Truly she was to be pitied^ henuned 
in on every side. 

* Tut^ tut, my child 1 Excitement is the worst thin^ for yoa' 
Then, lashed into anger by the bold, disrespectful threat: 
' The Pope ! You really get more amusing as you grow older 
— which is an advantage — so many of us do the reverse. A 
really humorous proposition ! What has the Pope to do with 
me, who am mistress in this house as long as I remain in it and 
mean to be obeyed? You would have to get to him fiist 
You had better make no disturbances, and go to Frasso qoietlj, 
if for once in your life you do not find it beneath the vastness 
of your aspirations to act as a reasonable being.' 

* What if I absolutely refuse ? ' 

Both women were standing now, divided by the little chair. 
And in one face the last traces of resistance before hopeless- 
ness sets in for ever were flickering painfully. 

' If yon refuse ? In self-defence I shall be forced to tell your 
friends the romantic cause of your illness and your lang^uid airs, 
the story of your Brussels intrigue.* 

They looked each other full in the face. Arduina for the 
space of an instant felt her nostrils swell and a rush of blood 
obscure her sight with the old love of battle, with the impetu- 
ous awakening of the latent savage that we one and all carry 
in our flesh. Another such instant and she must either have 
fallen, or, had anything hurtful enough been near her, have 
committed a crime. But she was too ill for extremities. 
Already her knees were knocking together ; there was in her 
ears the noise she knew, as of heavy carts rumbling over her 
brain ; agitation had gathered a moving lump in her breast that 
suffocated her. Even in her fury she was sane enough to per- 
ceive that there was no foretelling where such an affair mi^ht 
end. And forgetting, as she usually did, the very existence of 
the fifty-five thousand francs that would have obtained tolera- 
tion of almost any outrage, dread of a scandal that would have 
reached Laura's, Gabriella's, and Prospero's ears, dread of expul- 
sion kept her silent 
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And Mother Agnes had known that it would. She was the 
first to speak intelligibly. 

' This threat^ my child, was only dragged from me by your 
unwarrantable disobedience.' 

' I could disarm you, if I cared for anything enough. But I 
need the shelter of your house, and it would take words^ 
80 many words! As it is, you may do what you like with 
me.' 

The Superior tried to get round the dwarf chair, but Sister 
Valeria edged away from her. 

' You are a good child, little sister, and a brave one. I am 
sure this victory over yourself is the most acceptable offering to 
our blessed Lady you have made for a long time.' 

' Oh, let me go ! I believe in so little 1^0 w, that phrases of 
that kind can do no good.' 

'Hence you are both unhappy and intractable. You pull 
things to pieces too much. And you shut yourself up within 
yourself too much, believing in the affection and the experience 
of no one. Ami not here to do my sisters what little good I 
can ? Why not come to me oftener with your burden of doubts 
and difficulties ? Speaking of troubles makes them lighter ; 
while bearing a load of temptation alone often drives one to 
hell.' 

Arduina held the door half open, so that the silent sisters 
doubled over their tasks heard her next words. Such was the 
fervour of that community^ however, that not one looked up or 
exchanged a glance. 

* Hell ? ' she cried in a shrill voice. ' If that one thing were 
true, all the rest would be true as well 1 Oh for the certainty 
of having a hell to go to ? ' 
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Frasso ! Springtime ! Resurrection ! 

When she found herself driven by circumstances to face 
Prospero and to live for a while under his roof, Anluina went 
through a storm of rebellion first, and then she determined to 
make the best of it. 

Her faith in the dogmas she had forced herself to believe 
had been rubbed off her soul by contact too close with the lives 
and conduct of people professing that faith. At the same 
time, her energy failing with her health, all hope, and even the 
desire of usefulness, were gone. And happiness there could not 
be. Her love, reawakened after a long repression, was not of 
the calm, heroic kind that can follow tlie object abont like a 
guarding spirit, turning up only at appropriate moments to save 
his child's life or to give his wife good advice. It could never 
take even the outer semblance of friendship. If those eyes 
could look at a man at all with something more than utter 
indifference, that something could spell no other word but 
passion. Passion, too, vibrated through her voice. So that a 
shelter for her pride and peace for her soul could now be foutid 
only within walls so high and dof^e that the chances of seeing 
him were infinitesimally small ; only where the grind of routine 
would be sure in time to stamp out of her a feeling that sun- 
shine, freedom, and daily intercourse could only intensify. A 
certain grim hopefulness was sustaining her, founded on the 
knowledge that no month of torture can last for ever. Af^er 
that, let her once reacquire a certain measure of calm, let her 
but once be given a fixed occupation, and in time all would 
be well a^rain. There is no need to believe in Transubstantia- 
tion and the Trinity of the Godhead to teach little mites their 
alphabet or to soothe an aching head. 

And out of all these thoughts rose the determination to 
make the best of it. 

Tlie necessity of her return to Santa Marta was accentuated 
only a few hours after her arrival in Frasso by tlie discovery 
that whatever reasons had pushed Prospero into a marriage 
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with the Archangel^ f6rgetfuloess of her Was not one of them. 
So far was she from being forgotten, that the man's struggle to 
be natural and merely calm with her started to Sister Valeria's 
eyes on the very first evening they dined at Villa Belvedere. 

' Do you.rememb^r?' Gabriella had asked pleasantly as she 
unfolded her napkin. And four eyes that remembered too 
well remained flawed on each other, reading each other's secret, 
horrified^ spellbound at there still being such a secret to be 
read. 

Not a soul had arrived in Frasso as yet, and the first month 
passed rather rapidly. Prospero came and went, and.Arduina 
behaved in an irregular fashion that would have given much 
food for meditation to any one less self-centred than Gabriella or 
less unobserving than Maria de Simone.. One day she would 
laugh and sing and even talk nonsense by the hour with the 
brightness of old days^ with the devil-may-care riskiness of 
a charming, fantasque woman of the world. The oddest thing 
on those days was the discord between her stiff brown serge, 
her hard white head-draperies, and the rippling fluency of her 
ready wit. On other days she would suddenly remember^ in 
the middle of a joke, perhaps, or a song^ that she had a part to 
play. Like a snail at sight of danger, she would suddenly 
draw back into her opaque shell; her words would become 
fewer, and a smile that was a mechanical play of hard muscles 
would deform her lips. 

Prospero, however, who shared neither his wife's unconcern 
nor Maria's happy want of vision, noted, and was tormented by 
what he saw. He could not come to Frasso without feeling 
that his presence brought earthqnake into the poor nun's life ; 
nor could he remain there otherwise than irptable^ unnatural, 
miserable, and uncomfortable. Yet he could not stay away. 
The hope of seeing her face when evening came brought him 
pin-pricks more times than he could count through the drudgery 
of the daytime's, office-work. And the remembrance of a 
certain tone of her voice, of one of her tricks of expression, 
would send shooting thrills through his brain like little cold 
blades. 

All through May, however, Arduina got no better. Perhaps 
because the double effort of hiding from Gabriella her present 
opinion of the convent, and of being cold to Prospero, robbed 
her of her small strength. 

The Villa Belvedere, which used to be so gay, was quite a 
hospital this year. Maria de Simone, full of aches and pains, 
pnoved about no more than was necessary. Gabriella's con^ 
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dition did not contribute to iier aetiVil^, amd, 
grown out of her fussiness, she wis oflnstantly* _ 

herself— lying down^ or in ararer otftorwigF tddn^ cue cvf her 
person. 

fiut things changed about the last week in Maj. Prompt go 
got his promotion^ and^ while waiting to hear of his new destlA^ 
ation, came down to Frasso and settled there. GabrieHa woltae 
up — ^the fear of boring her husband always had a very sslntawy 
effect upon her — and she made others wake up too. Fancying 
that Sant' Onofrio was cold to her guest, she rated him soundly 
one day. 

' If you don't grow as fond of Arduina as I am, I shall kaie 
you ! ' she wound up. And after that it was a constant thronr- 
ing of them together. 

' Prospero, Arduina is out there on the terrace, and the sun 
has set long ago. firing her in.' 

' Prospero, take her out. I don't think she appreciates going 
anywhere alone^ and moping on the sand makes her wretched.' 

* I say, Prospero, Arduina had it in her head to go to Nero's 
caves, and nothing could persuade her not to. I wish you 
would look her up; she is not strong enough to go so fir — 
alone too ! ' 

And Prospero had always so many excuses ready that he 
ended by making his wife cry. 

* You have no pity for mt* ,' she whimpered. * You see neither 
Auntie nor I are up to looking after that poor sick creature 
properly, and you won't help us in one little thing.* 

' But what good can it possibly do her to have me dangling 
about her ? I always thought young women liked to be alone 
with their school-friends. I leave you free to gossip from 
morning till night, and even then you are not satisfied.' 

* No, I 'm not satisfied. You are master of the house, after 
all, and your constantly putting yourself out of the way will 
end by making her think she is not wanted. And you don't 
know how proud she is.' 

Prospero comforted his wife as well as he knew how, in the 
very paternal way that was the only sincere attitude he could 
take towards her, and went out into the spring sunshine with 
his head heavy and his teeth set. 

Arduina too about this time adopted a different course. 
Perhaps fresh air, good food, plenty of sleep, and tlie absence 
of nagging really did her good and were the cause of her 
sudden increase of animal spirits, so that with a return of 
strength a revival of her old insinuating self became possible. 
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Perhaps it was that she one day told herself her holiday was 
drawing to a close without her having once released the steel 
bands she had screwed round her heart and riveted about her 
vitality. 

Familiarity with danger had given her a sense of security. 
How easy it was not to be found out! And how foolish of 
her not to have taken more advantage of that brief breathing- 
space ! To have let so much sunshine pass over her head and 
to have grasped none of it ! 

And Prospero's presence, though a torture, was a joy as well. 

And Gabriella, who had the school-girl's relish for mischief 
still, and the Southern girl's fondness of things done on the sly, 
helped her on with many a suggestion. 

' Read this/ she said, bursting into her room one glorious 
morning, with Provost's just fashionable ' Demi-Vierges.' * Do ; 
you won't have a chance when you get into prison again.' 

Another time it was : 

' Come, I haven't heard the sound of your voice these long 
years. Sing me " Notte Bianca." Of course it 's profane ; you 
will have plenty of time for the Penitential Psalms.' 

Ai-duina yielded to her whims many, many times, trying to 
slake her undying soul-fever. She tried hard, and by every 
means — now by giving herself up to the humour of the moment, 
which sometimes led her into ungovernable fits of caprice ; and 
now by a cruel repression, that made her scrupulous over a 
word and caused her to hesitate before a choice morsel. 

She never succeeded, not even once. 

At most she obtained by long walks and unceasing occupa- 
tion a sort of deadening that blunted her excitement and sent 
her to bed battered and nerveless. She would lie down so 
tired that once she looked over her arms and legs to see 
whether they were not in reality, as she fancied they must be 
to ache so, covered with bruises. And she never found any 
bruises, yet she never rose from her bed without an effort, as 
if the weight of her body, when so crushed and ruled, were 
more than she could carry. 

In spite of the eager compliance that so often met her pro- 
posals, the Archangel yet found something to lecture her 
about. 

* Look here. Beauty,' she grumbled, ' you are positively rude 
to that poor husband of mine. It makes me miserable to see 
vou take to him so little. Why? — But there, you never did 
like him really, even, when you condescended to flirt with him 
just to make me mad in the times that were. I wish you would 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



296 VIA LUCIS 

flirt with him a little now. Then I could be jealous and make 
him a scene ; it would enliven matters considerably.' 

Another glorious day Gabriella rose from her afternoon nap 
with the firm determination of getting Sister Valeria rid of her 
nun's dress and rigging her out in something very worldly 
indeed, as a surprise for Prospero, who had gone to Rome^ bat 
would be back for dinner. 

'Whatalark!' 

Arduina resisted with all her might at first. It was one of 
her 'mad' days^ as she called them, and she had had a stmi^le 
since morning to keep herself well in hand against the trial 
of the evening to be spent side by side with Sant' Onofria 
Opposition^ however^ only increased Gabriella's delight in her 
own plan, until real anger loomed in her pretty^ petted face. 

'Don't thwart her, dear!' pleaded Maria anxiously. ^ Do 
let her have her own way; there is no harm in it, is there? 
And agitation is bad for her just now.' 

So she submitted. It would have been strange if the Arch- 
angel had not had things her own way. The novel occupation 
of dressing up Arduina kept the overgrown child as happy for 
two hours as the picking to pieces of a new toy to see how it 
was made in the days when, instead of a husband and a not 
very far-off baby, she had indulged in a doll as big as herself. 

Sister Valeria entered into the transformation too, thorougrhly, 
once she had consented. 

' Give me something pretty ! ' she cried, as she turned over 
the Archangel's crowded wardrobe. Nothing seemed to satisfy 
her. At last, with a little scream, she carried off a bright 
red sheath-like dress that pleased her. And when she had 
unpinned her veil, when she had seen the coarse brown sack- 
garment steal off her body and gather humbly round her feet 
us if ashamed of itself, something set fire to a dead glitter in 
her eyes, and her flushed cheeks turned pale. 

There was a great coming and going in Gabriella's dressing- 
room. The tongs had to be heated to wave the longer meshes 
of the nun's hair ; more than two months had passed since she 
had last cut it, and her head presented the most eccentric 
appearance in consequence. A great many pins were needed, 
and one maid was set in a place out of the way to hold the small 
tray with them ready ; another had to draw a seam in at the 
waist. Even Maria helped, taking off her black mittens, which 
was a high concession, for that purpose, and cackling in her 
gentle, indulgent way. 

The bodice was cut low, in a small point, just showing a 
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little more than the throaty and its startling colour threw up 
the peculiar white beauty of the nun's skin, turning it into a 
bowl of new milk, forgotten by a careless hand, or a very clever 
one, in a bed of scarlet geraniums. 

When it was done, tiey took Arduina up to the hall that 
she might see herself well in the long looking-glass over tlie 
staircase. Quite a noisy procession of light-hearted women ! 
And what a group they made ! How curious their reflection 
was in the giant mirror that took it all in — the background of 
the dark, disused ante-chamber; the giggling, half awe-struck 
maids in a corner; the young face full of mischief, merry, yet 
drawn with too prolonged exertion; by the side of the white 
old woman, whose eyes, still soft and too large, were the only 
live thing about her, — all huddling together round the central 
figure of Arduina in her blood-red dress! Straight and stiff; 
tall, apparently, because Gabriella's skirts were long for her; 
carrying her cowl and veil crushed in her left hand, while her 
right held the only candle so high that its flame leaped like a 
tongue of fire above her radiant head, the figure of the dis- 
robed nun stood out like a vision more infernal than celestial, 
I am afraid; more terrifyingly human, perhaps, than either. 
She was strange, indeed, to look at, with her gleam-catching 
crop of wild hair, her eyes that appeared consumed from within, 
and the peculiarly pathetic lines of sharpened chin and suffer- 
ing cheek-bones. 

Did she feel at that moment, I wonder, that she might 
have sat for a symbolic picture as the new archetype of an old 
rebellion, with that vestige of her monastic raiment held down, 
despised, by her thin fingers ; the keen, real humanity in her 
face; and her Satanic livery triumphant all over her lithe 
limbs ? She must have had some such confused thought, some 
fierce upheaval in her soul, some distant vista of a secret evil 
that can never be quite grasped, never clearly enough defined 
for a cure to exist. 

' You look fiendish, my dear ! ' exclaimed Gabriella in ecstasy 
at her work. 

' I feel it,' said the other. 

Recklessly she glided down the stairs as if her feet could not 
touch the ground. The rest trooped after her. 

The Archangel shut herself up in her room, dinner being at 
hand. Since Arduina was so fine, she said, the others must 
dress in keeping. Even Maria was mercilessly ordered into 
her best frock. 

And Arduina waited in the large room. No one had joined 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



29« VIA LUCIS 

her when Prospero found her there on his return. He caught 
sight of a bit of red train peeping from behind a screen oq 
entering, and knowing the dress well because he had liked it, 
he took the wearer for his wife. 

' Good-evenings my dear ! ' he said. 

Arduina rose and faced him^ strained, exasperated. 

' Alter your salutation — Captain,' 

He fell back a step or two, and stood biting his lips, speech- 
less. 

'Why have you done it.^' he said piteously, moumfullj. 
'Your habit was a barrier. Have you forgotten eoerytkingy that 
you cannot understand how hard it is } God help us ! What 
have you done ? We are not all heroes and saints.' 

She came up to him. 

* No ! ' she cried, unable to remove her widened pupils from 
his face. * Indeed we are not ! ' 

Before he could guess what it was that she sought from him, 
she had seized both his hands in her own and was kissing' them 
violently. Once her lips had touched his brown skin, it seemed 
that a dormant Fury woke up in her blood. Clinging to him, 
she kissed his coat, his buttons, his shoulders — ^his lips, the lips 
she thirsted for, she could not reach because he would not 
stoop to her — then his fingers again, heedless of the thick, 
frantic : 

< Don't, in mercy don't ! ' that laboured through his grinding 
teeth. 

The noise of a door-handle as Gabriella appeared on the 
threshold of her bedroom door threw Arduina back into rigid 
erectness. 

^ Well, Prospero ! How do yon like our surprise ? ' 

Then, as neither moved, as the high lamp and its creaniy 
shade hid from her the fever that was devouring one face and 
the still despair that was drowning the other : 

* Auntie, Auntie ! Come and see the fun ! ' she cried, clapping 
her hands in her glee. 
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' In a land of clear colours and stories, 
' In a region of shadowless hours. 

Where earth has a garment of glories 
And a murmur of musical flowers.' 

— Swinburne* 

A HEROIC wrench would have been necessary to keep Arduina 
and Sant' Onofrio from each other now — a wrench that the 
weight of appearances to keep up prohibited, that flesh and 
blood rebelled against. 

During the rest of the time she remained in Frasso, 
Arduina wore Gabriella's clothes, and it seemed that with her 
former costume her former health and gladness returned. The 
weather was lovely and Frasso enchanting. All the softness of 
spring greens and light yellows seemed to have found its way 
into the leaves that year ; all the tenclemess of gold flushing 
into pale rose^ of orange edging away into distant violet, seemed 
to have crept into the sunset skies. There were too many 
daisies in the fields above the cliffs, where a ruin or two struck 
the inevitable note without which there is no true charm in life 
or landscape ; and there was too much love in the large June 
sunshine that throbbed round the white houses and over the 
little waves. 

Arduina thoup^ht no longer and struggled still less. What 
the hour brought her to do, she did. And her presence filled 
the house. She was here, there, everywhere; not only the 
redeemer of lost stitches in Maria's knitting, but the animating 
spring of everybody's existence. She had the supreme power, 
denied sometimes even to Genius, of interesting continually, 
and hers were the qualities that retain popularity afler having 
grasped it Hers was the kindness of a sweet, small act ; hers 
the heartbreaking pathos of a pretty song, the cutting sarcasm, 
the well -told anecdote. For three brief weeks she thought 
neither of duty, nor of religion, nor of her own terribly false 
position. She acted as an irresponsible being ; and to her, so 
long repressed, so self-tortured, so worried by minute cruelties. 
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the bare fact of life spontaneously lived was an inioxicatiiif 
experience. 

Her face lost its over-sharp outline and her eyes their hunger. 
Her hands stopped trembling ; her hair grew, runnings all over 
tier head in natural waves that blazed upon the slightest 
provocation of sun or lamp light ; and her beauty, never veiy 
regular, seemed now particularly a beauty of defiance — one that 
seemed to hold its own merely on the strength of some strange 
new principle, of colour, of some inward elixir poured over her 
features througli her wonderful eyes. 

The last few days of June melted away with still more 
perverse rapidity than the rest of the month. The first of July 
came, then the fifth, and the tenth. Then Mother Agnes 
wrote rather imperatively recalling her novice. The communitj 
would start for the mountains on the twentieth, she said, and 
many reasons made it urgent that Sister Valeria should pro- 
nounce her vows before the summer holidays 

Gabriella exhausted her rhetoric oik Sister Valeria. To the 
last she entertained hopes of inducing her to give up her ' fads ' 
and ' live merrily all together.' But no answer could she obtain 
other than : 

^ I must really go ; don't tempt me. If you love me, let me go.' 

Gabriella's little heir or heiress was now very near making 
its entrance into the world, and the mother-expectant wms £ftr 
from well. So 'Auntie' could not be spared, and Anna the 
maid was intrusted with the care of Arduina on her return to 
Rome. 

Do we ever realize on a last day that it really is the last day ? 
That to-morrow something in our lives will be as mercilessly 
over as if it had happened thousands of years ago ? 

Arduina, leaving Gabriella in bed and Maria in attendance on 
her, started off just after noon for a farewell turn in the dear 
garden no longer hers. There was a little incident attached to 
each plot of ground, so that her heart beat and her nerves con- 
tracted long before reaching the memory-laden paddock. Long 
before reaching the paddock, too, she heard steps behind her. 
No need to turn round and see who was coming ; she knew so 
well. And she would not have him notice how frightened she 
was, so she did not quicken her pace. 

' I am glad you don't run away from me,' Sant' Onofrio 
murmured as he joined her. 

' But I am running away from you.' 

' Is that why you so insisted on going to-morrow?* 

' Yes.' 
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* But why do you fly from me ? I cannot/ bitterly, ' do you 
any hann against your will^ even if you were not altogether too 
holy.' 

'Stop!' 

He saw that her dwindled fingers were clutching the skirt of 
her dress. It was the first time they found themselves together 
so thoroug]>ly, so safely alone^ and there was something desperate 
'in the certainty that to-morrow he would see her no more, 
something goading in the anticipation of that renewed iete-ii' 
tele with his insipid wife. 

' Tell me, what are you afraid of?' he whispered, coming closer. 

'Of myself,' she murmured, shrinking visibly. 

'I wish you could be less sincere at times, or more so at 
others. Why, then, did you leave me ? ' 

' Because 1 was convinced duty lay elsewhere ; I had so many 
beliefs then that governed me absolutely — I owned a conscience 
that had many sides to it — I was afraid of too much happiness.' 

'You certainly have not the gift of spreading it around you.' 

She moaned lialf-inaudibly, as if he had struck her^ and yet 
she would not acknowledge it. 

'Give me your shawl/ he said more kindly, *and let me 
spread it on the grass for you if you mean to sit down. There 
are all sorts of beasts creeping about.' 

She let him have his way, and then dropped wearily on the 
seat he had prepared. Sant' Onofrio stood beside her, his 
shoulders against the trunk of the kind old fig-tree. 

' You make me feel as if / were driving you to this unfittest 
of lives,' he began after a while. 

'No, you are not.' Then, lying courageously: 'The same 
reasons that prompted my entrance at Santa Marta are the only 
ones that make my return necessary.' 

' I never believed your reasons ! ' he said hotly ; ' or rather, I 
never considered them reasonable. You wanted, by what I 
could make out, all sorts of transcendent things — couldn't you 
have had them as my wife ? Couldn't you have had all the 
school inspecting and the ragamuffin teaching you chose to 
organize.^ Who would have interfered with you? Not I, 
certainly, away at the antipodes more often than not, and only 
too willing to let you be happy in your own way.' 

' I should have had no more relish for any work if once I had 
had you. Love is unnerving. You would have absorbed me.* 

* 'Then you needn't have done any.' 

'That was it. I felt I owed society something more sub- 
stantial than the cheerful sight of my domestic happiness. In 
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another country— >in England^ in America^ in Germany— wbcre 
women are organized for wqrk^ there is no need of such sacrv 
fices. Here the women who undertake external ^roik mist 
make up their minds to be the pioneers of a new world and- to 
caiTv burdens, to face privations tliat their followers, when tbe 
track is beaten, will not even dream of. In the countries i 
have just mentioned there is no need of convents. No ne^ 
except in rare cases, to give up every atom of yourself^ to cot 
your heart away lest it get between you and your mission. 
Tell me, in Rome, for instance^ what could I have done? 
Instantly the title of eccentric would have been conferred on me. 
And^ I know you well, you would never have allowed your wife 
to run that risk. And there would have been no peace between 
us. I should never have been utterly given to a great cause, or 
utterly yours. And half-and-half measures have always sickened 
me. 

' Everything in this backward country of ours is to be done. 
A few soup-kitchens, one or two ill-managed societies, Bve or 
six charity teas, three insufficient schools, and a sale or two — 
that 's all. The women who happen to have in them the thirst 
for work of an altruistic nature, who cannot, by any effort, forget 
that one-half of humanity suffers in one way and one-half in 
another, find themselves alone in a slough of inanities. Not a 
reunion that is not a subject of gossip and dissipation ; not s 
display of feeling that is not paltry convention ; not a gif^ that 
is not the outcome of a desire of ostentation, or a pretext for 
cupidity. Woman's art, woman's learning, woman's originality 
in Rome, where are they } A little pose, a little affectation — no 
more. And the few exceptions are represented by foreigners. 
I thought it well over. I saw that the cause of this poverty in 
our efforts towards the bettering of rich and poor was owing to 
one thing — want of sound, strong, cultivated, earnest person- 
ality. What good can a collection of individuals do when the 
individuals are defective ? Nearly every woman in our country 
is either a fragment, an uncut gem, or a walking mistake. 
What can a union of such produce ? A mistake multiplied by 
ten or by twenty. You can't make a single whole out of ever 
so many fragments unless they happen to fit So I came to the 
conclusion that no society of women workers in Italy could ever 
produce solid results until the units were perfected. And I 
made out a scheme that would have raised our diapason in two 
generations — perhaps less. Then I met you/ 

She stopped, and passed her handkerchief over her brow. 

' I met you, Santa Croce became an impossibility. It would 
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have required all my time and thoughts and strength ; it was 
incompatible with marriage. I gave it up because I chose i^ou. 
But remorse came. I felt that I was not doing right; that 
inarriage would shut me in within a sphere I was not meant £or. 
No other alternative remained but the placing of an impassable 
barrier between you and me. Santa Croce, however, had to be 
given up ; I eould not do it fviik you, and who would have 
given me courage to live in the open world without you ? Then, 
since I was forced, in a measure, to knock at the door of an 
institution consecrated to the good of one's neighbour, where 
could I go but to a convent? Being a firm Roman Catholic 
still, what more stringent obligation^ what loftier ideal could 
I find ? 

' Meanwhile, our respective positions have changed. Choice 
now, by your marriage, is removed from me. What matters, then, 
that I have found nuns more than human in the fulfilling of their 
duties ? What matters that conventual minds and my own will 
never more understand each other } That the hope of their ever 
understanding each other was never but a mistake of my own ? 
Or, perhaps, not entirely a mistake of mine — but never mind ! 
What matters that my brown serge seems a masquerade to me 
now, and the professions of hysterical faith I hear every day a 
hollow parody of some venerable truth that has wandered too 
far away from us ? For meditation, for the silent healing of 
deep wounds, or the hiding of ugly scars, convents are admir- 
able places. Until something better finds its way into the 
institutions of our country, they will hold their own. So long 
as no other and better principle comes to replace religion, no 
lay society will have the prestige of these religious houses for 
the purposes I just mentioned, for the nursing of the sick, and, 
with some restrictions, for education. So long as our national 
heroes are no other than Garibaldi and Mazzini, they will not 
replace Christ. Civil law is a cold thing, and patriotism in 
time of peace a diluted affair that cannot cope with fanaticism. 
For a long time to come, convents are the best we can offer 
to the poor, the sick, and the ignorant. Anyhow, they suit me/ 

* You are welcome to them. But all the facts you have so 
glibly enounced do not alter these other two facts — your beauty 
has grown more bewildering than I ever thought it could^ and 
I love you.' 

She clasped her hands together in her lap, without saying a 
word. The small curls nearest her forehead clung to it dark 
and damp. 

'Are you thinking of last time we were here three years 
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ago ? ' Sant' Onofrio asked abruptly. ' Do you ever think d 
that time?' 

She looked up, and there was a tired affirmative in her c}g. 

* I often do/ she murmured. 

He looked at her again, fixedly, longingly^ all over and al. 
through ; first at the dear curly head, then all the way do«i 
to the tips of her proud little feet — her American grand- 
mother s feet. After that he turned his face to the tree, witii 
a half-cry, and leaned his forehead on bis folded arms agaht^t 
the smooth trunk. 

Arduina felt the curb give way within her and sprang up 

' Be strong, be strong ! Prospero — dearest ! This will ncTcr 
do ! It can't be helped any more. We must nerve each othe 
to bear it. Come away ! Don't ! ' 

' Oh, be quiet ! ' he muttered. 

' I am going ! Good-bye, darling. Be calm for my sake— 
try to, try ! My own ! ' 

Unfortunately, she touched him in her pleading. As if br 
so doing she had found the secret spring of that quiet man s 
latent electricity, as if the weight of her slight touch had been 
the one straw too many in that over-load of temptation, he 
turned on her savagely, and catching hold of her, hid his face 
in her breast. He was sobbing miserably ; through the trans- 
parent material of her dress — ^his wife's dress — ^she felt his hot 
brow brand itself on her shoulder. 

'Comfort me, let me stay so a moment. Will you never 
have any more words for me but " Go atvay " ? * 

The jerk of his suddenly falling upon her had been more 
than she could bear. She was not armed for defence. Bat 
she knew, she knew too well, what a few seconds more would 
mean. She tried to free herself. 

And he could not let her go. Had he wanted to, the power 
was gone. With a sort of heaped-up rage he strained her to 
himself, kissing her, caressing her, calling her all the tender, 
foolish names he had had three long years to imagine and 
accumulate — names that he had never called any other woman, 
not even the one or two who had intensely appealed to him. 

' Let me go ! ' she groaned, the first time his famished lips 
left hers free to speak. 'What are we doing! What are you 
making me do ! Your wife is ill ! Think of her ! She maj 
be in danger before many hours. And I love her ! ' 

' Leave my wife alone ! I love you ! ' 

' I know, I know ! You have made me — miserable — for ever,' 
she panted. ' Ah ! For Goal's sake, let me go ! ' 
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He was beyond hearing, and soon she was beyond resistance. 
Her youth's crushed desire had been too keen^ and the suffering 
of it had been too long. 

' Ah, dearest, sweetheart ! To be happy once. Kiss me, just 
once again — again — once again — once more.' 

A vision of two large bright butterflies chasing each other in 
a love-race across tlie sky so royally blue, so infinitely free, far 
above the white clumps of flowering acacias and the feathery 
masses of pink peach-blossoms with the wealth of their autumn 
promise — this was the last image her closed eyes carried with 
them far into the trance. 

Like the breath of a primeval gladness made new again, a 
warm thrill ran over the breezy field and its blood-red crowd of 
poppiea. 
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Thb maid who brought Arduina back to Rome was i^ven so 
many errands to do in town, that in her fear of not getting 
through them in time to catch the return train to FrassOy she 
did not leave her charge in the Superior's hands, but set her 
down hastily at the convent door. 

Arduina had only a small portmanteau in the way of luggage, 
and the cabman carried it for her to the porter s lodge, which 
was empty. 

When her escort had driven away, she stood a moment pre- 
occupied just within the garden-gate, like one making a painfol 
effort to collect a quantity of rambling ideas into something 
concrete. No one had seen her arrive. In fact, she was not 
expected ; for, not knowing exactly what day or by what train 
it would have suited her friends to send her back, she had 
stated no particulars in her answer to Mother Agnes's summons, 
merely saying she would return at once. 

It was warm, and there were not many people in the streets. 
A few acqiia acetosa water-carts laden with little empty flasks 
and heralded by the now cracked, now musical : 
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ao. .. qua. .. aoe. .to sa! 

of the vendors; a costermonger's cart, an umbrella-mender, 
and some beggars were alone in circulation ; joined to a certain 
number of those street frequenters who always look busy what- 
ever the season, and are always in a hurry whatever the tem- 
perature. Moreover, there was a nursemaid or two, and an 
empty cab in the shade of a new house at the comer opposite 
the convent. 

Arduina had resumed her brown serge. Outwardly she was 
Sister Valeria again. How distant it was, that fiery picture of 
herself in the Archangel's flaming dress, with the candle held 
high above her head like a torch ! A thing very far distant 
and very senseless. She looked as if most things were appear- 
ing to her vague and impalpable. She had the look of a person 
who will not listen if you speak to her; who is hardly listening 
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to her own thoughts. A curious lassitude was stealing through 
her lazily^ dislocating her bones^ dissolving the flesh on them, 
weighing on her eyelids, filtering into her brain like a poison. 
That weakness of the day before had for ever settled the 
question of what she was to do with her life. So long as 
Prospero lived, there would be neither peace nor honour — 
supposing honour to be still hers — on the face of the earth but 
behind the bars of her convent. He could not follow her 
there^ nor could she quit it easily, in a moment of frenzy to 
place herself in his path. Yet, standing at the door of her 
refuge for the last time, a cry for life and truth unshackled 
by set dogma, by the threadbare hypocrisy of cant, broke up 
from her soul, almost escaping her lips. 
For the last time. 

In a few days she would have pronounced her vows. And 
then she might, perhaps, pass those doors in her black out-door 
veil for some change of residence, but Jree — never again until 
she was carried out to be buried. 

As if nailed there, she stood on and on. She felt the years 
pass over her like so many loads of stone being emptied on her 
shoulders; she felt her heart grow old; saw the pitiless traces 
of the lagging seasons mark themselves on her face, In that 
moment of acute fore-vision, she felt everything being sapped 
slowly from her, sucked out of her veins by the phantom of 
stagnation — her blood, her brain, the beauty of her face, and 
the strength of her hope. And far ahead, in the bitter greys 
of old age, she saw a comforting figure move forward to help 
her — kindly, but so thin that rest in its angular arms could only 
be a miserable pretence. It was Resignation. 

Would the sky come out in that clean cobalt blue every 
summer ? Would that same vague perfume of far-away meadows 
return every spring to the soft air } Would it last long, this 
craving for youth's liberty and hot joy ? 

How long ? Twenty years } So many women are still young 
at forty ! Perhaps ten ? Five at least ! Might she not go mad 
in the meantime ? Her father had died by his own hand ; why 
could she not lose her head too one day, while telling her beads, 
as she paced the upper terrace that was planted so high on the 
hill, that looked so straight at the Vatican, and, beyond the 
Vatican, at the sunset blinking between the long line of firs to 
the left of Monte Mario ? 

Changing the current of her thoughts with a brute suddenness, 
a barrel-organ that had stationed itself under the cab-horse's 
nose in the shady strip opposite, ran into an old waltz^ the one 
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that had been played, hummed to Neapolitan words, strnmiDed 
and distorted all the summer through at Frasso since it fad 
won the first prize for popular songs at the fosia of PiedigrotU. 

There is nothing sadder than dance-music on a fine da? 
And the relentlessness of a barrel-organ is like the relentless- 
ness of other people's smiles when we can neither share net 
stop them. It is not Nature's own sadness, incurable too, in a 
way ; but the sadness that men have built up for themselres 
made of icy smiles, of secret ambitions destroyed by a word, « 
found nauseating when reached ; of absorbing pleasure and sos- 
tained excitement sought through tiie whole range of mankind i 
beautiful things and never possessed ; of joy, so craved for and 
never tasted, or ceasing with its attainment; of art, so pas- 
sionately worshipped, and ending in sarcasm. 

Arduina leaned her forehead against the stone gate-pillar: 
she had hidden herself behind it, for the stray soldiers axfed 
jaunty butcher's boys would have been impudent to her, seeics 
her alone, if she had stood by the pavement. Hot teax^ 
burning round her pupils like liquid fire — ^tears of the kind that 
leave furrows behind — gathered bitterly in her eyes. Then, 
perhaps at the stifling beat of her heart, she remembered that 
she was ill. 

' Come,' she sighed, ' it may not be for long aft:er alL' And 
she moved a few steps up the path tliat led to the convent on 
the hilltop, with this new probability in her mind — of dying 
young, very soon maybe. The thought gave her courage, and 
she made a little more haste through the uncultivated piece of 
land, among a few stray field flowers^ So, by taking no care 
of herself, she might die in a year or two. Who really wanted 
her ? Who would miss her ? Laura would sigh, and pass ber 
hand over her forehead in that calm way she had ; Gabriella 
would have a thunderstorm of sobs and be laid up for a week. 

' Poor Archangel, if you knew ! Things are hard on you all 
the same I ' 

And Prospero would lie awake a night or two thinking of 
her. Men don't love as women do. And she was un- 
justly disappointed in Prospero. Though she would hare 
despised herself for it if she had realized the ignoble thought, 
she was disappointed in Prospero because he had let her go; 
disappointed, though unconsciously, because he had striven to 
do his duty to his wife ! Who would miss her ? Earth would 
lie over a very small body, wasted with having done so little. 
What an ample sheath her coffin would make for so tiny a 
blade, worn to the handle for nothing ! 
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But another name, a dear one, came and placed itself silently 
at the foot of the pitifully short list made up by her probable 
mourners — Lizzie. She had loved Arduina always, since she 
i¥as bom ; she had loved her mother and had seen her die, too 
— ah, Lizzie would be very sorry ! 

Arduina stopped, her eyes nearly dry, her lips half parted in 
a dreamy smile, so great was the comforting power of the 
certainty that at least one person in the world would be ' very 
soi-ry.* She heard voices, and a fright seized her. With a 
rush, the maddening image of the cloister door thrust itself 
before her mind — its locks, its bolts, its safety-chain, its square 
grated spy-hole, the big brass nails all over it. 
*Oh, why, why?' 
The voices had stopped. 

A confused jumble of Lizzie, her own coffin, Monsignor 
Ferri, the aggravating face of Mother Agnes, the sensation of 
Prosperous kisses, and the sound of the bang of that door — 
heavy, never-to-be-reopened. A buzzing round her ears as of 
a myriad insects, and from temple to temple the sound of 
swollen blood that was rising, rising. 

She staggered. With her little fists clenched she raised a 
rebel's glance towards heaven, goaded by its calm, wide sun- 
shine. 

And out of the great dizziness something struggled for 
mastery, forced into clearness by extreme terror — Lizzie. 
Lizzie, who so hated convents ; who loved her ; who, like her- 
self, was alone in the world. 

Both voices and footsteps were coming nearer. In two 
seconds some one would have turned the last bend in the road 
and have seen her. Moved by an instinct that was stronger 
than reason or will, the deep-seated instinct that saves even the 
dumb beast in its hour of peril, she rushed to the porter's lodge, 
noiseless in her cord shoes. She never paused to consider 
whether her wrists could lifl her portmanteau or not — she 
simply took it by its straps, dragging it into the streets and 
across to the patient cab. She had hoisted it up and had lifted 
herself in beside it before the driver had quite finished remov- 
ing his pipe into his pocket. He bent forw.ird for his whip 
with knowing: alacrity once he had scanned the nun's move- 
ments — she was not the first fugitive he had come across — and 
looked round inquiringly as he gathered up his reins. 

* A corsa, sixteen sous ! ' she cried, speaking very deliberately, 
entering into needless details in her fierce battle for self- 
possession. ' And a franc if you make haste ! To Via Ulpiano.' 
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There was a hue and cry after Arcluina when it became quite 
certain at the convent and among her friends that she had 
disappeared ; there was a search and a mighty amount of gossip. 
But it did not last long, the nuns behig the first to hush it op ; 
for too close an interest in Arduina's fate on their part would 
most certainly have brought about greater interference <hi the 
Sant' Onofrios — an interference that would perhaps have ended 
in their being made to disgorge her ample dowry. Ardinna 
(lead, dead under the monastic habit, all that was hers belcxiged 
to her Congregation. The supposition of her being alive scMne- 
where would bring about a guardianship^ at least a tutelage, of 
her slight fortune. Knowing this, they did all in their power 
to strengthen the theory of her death. And the Sant' Onofrios' 
attention, even Prospero's, was taken up for many days by 
Gabriella's illness. 

Poor Archangel ! She died. She was swept away before the 
strangeness had worn off her wedding-clothes ; before she had 
ceased looking like a little girl dressed up in them ; before she 
had finished admiring her pearls and her pretty things. And 
she had died, too, just in time — before her husband's parody of 
love towards her had drawn to a close. She had left before the 
footlights were extinguished, and it was better so. 

When it was over — the funeral, the child's moomful 
christening, and the business — Arduina had drifted very far 
away from the minds of all. Though the desire of that long- 
coveted and only half-possessed woman still remained in 
Prospero like a widening plague-spot, one thing prevented his 
taking energetic and prolonged steps to find her. Besides 
the fact that there had been loss of time in the beginning, 
that there was no clue that could help in the tracing of 
her, no photograph or likeness of any kind in existence, it 
had become the conviction of all, even of the detectives 
Sant' Onofrio consulted, that only suicide could account for 
her total disappearance. Penniless, where could she have 
gone } And this conviction chimed in too well with his own 
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not to be reluctantly but firmly accepted. There was her 
father s dangerous example, and there was the madness he 
had read once or twice, too clearly to leave any doubt nofv, in 
the eyes that held such a pre-eminent magnetism for him. Siie 
was dead, he told himself, and her body, lurking in some ravine 
round Rome, or carried out into the hospitable sea by the 
current of the golden Tiber, or sunk in the all-absorbing gloom 
of tlie Lago di Nemi, had gone to swell the number of the 
corpses that remain unfound or unrecognized. And the thought 
of that loved body staring unburied at the same sky that was 
over his own head settled a monomaniacal gloom upon him 
which the ignorant attributed to his young wife's death. 

Feeling his interest nowhere and in nothing, his remaining 
vitality centred on a woman who to him was dead, his hopes on 
the puny child his unloved wife had left him, he would have 
thrown up his career despite Laura's remonstrances and his 
father's anger, but for his timely nomination to a post on board 
the Lombardia about to start for South America. The idea of a 
long cruise braced him and he went. Nor did he regret it. 
The details of a life that was cut out for him and really pleased 
him still, companionsliip and sea^air brought Captain Sant' 
Onofrio back almost himself. His spirits never having been 
much to speak of even as a boy, little difference was noticeable 
to the common eye, between then and now. People forgot to 
say ' Poor man ! ' of him, and began a course of overwhelming 
attentions to his child. He was rich, nearly handsome, and 
still young. And families are afflicted with so many daughters 
whom no amount of trying can get married ! 

But the thought of the wretched girl his hasty marriage had 
driven to an awful death preyed upon him none the less for 
being less fraught with horror. It is true that he breathed 
more easily ; yet whenever he chanced to be alone with Laura, 
he rarely talked of anything else. Very often, when he took 
his sister out and his baby — a sharp, ugly little thing now two 
years and a half old — if they came to something beautiful, to a 
face bearing a distant likeness, to a strip of enchanting scenery, 
to a corner of lovely sky — to anything, in short, exquisitely fine 
or suggestive — their looks would cross, and there would be no 
need of words to say that the same name was passing in the 
mind of each, with the same want and the same regret. Every 
day, by one of those moral contradictions that surprise us so 
often, though sorrow for the loss of her had softened and was 
no longer the terrible, remorseful oppression of the first weeks, 
her image did not fade, and the place that A^duina should have 
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filled in his life remained an open void. As the notion of her 
grew dim and confused in other people's minds, she took a 
mellower, safer form in Prosperous thoughts. She became 
a wild, scatter-brained fanatic, a beautiful, unfortunate nevrott 
in the memory of those who had known her but slightly; 
a dangerously charming adventuress, a Creole, a Russian 
princess ; anyhow, when forced to admit that she was only Count 
d'Erella's daughter, a queer girl in the opinion of those who 
casually mentioned her. In Prosperous, on the contrary^ time 
robbed her of her faults and failings, of the transformations and 
inconsistencies that seemed to him but outward accessories 
of the intensely passionate heart he felt so sure of having 
conquered and which had conquered his. He forgot, as the 
months glided over him, whether she had really been small and 
fair, gay or serious, good or bad. She was to him no less and no 
more than the One woman whose love had eclipsed all his other 
fancies^ the one woman at whose feet he would fall again if he 
were to find her among the living, or, rather, from whose feet 
he had never risen. He tried frequenting other wonien, 
because they were a necessity to him. One or two pleased 
him for a day, or he told himself they did. He never carae 
away from them without a smile at his own self-deception. 

One very tiny creature that he did fall in love with^ and 
seriously too, was his child Lauretta. She gave him no trouble, 
with three aunts, and grandparents into the bargain, minist^^r- 
ing to her wants ; he never saw her save as a clean, daintily- 
pinafored, condescending sprite, who stole into his heart and 
stayed there. And he almost forgot the child had had a 
mother. When he did speak of that mother, it was as ' poor 
Gabriel la,' never as ' my wife.' The baby got into the habit of 
calling the wet-nurse who stayed on with her ' mamma/ and 
no one checked her. The Frasso waves washed over the Arch- 
angel's shallow footprints, and not a trace of her remained. 
Only, the poor old woman in Via Condotti, in the chill house 
where no more yellow roses were kept, never again quitted her 
mourning. Twice a week they brought Lauretta to her ; but the 
child was afraid of her, and didn't like her dark clothes. She 
shrank from her so visibly that Maria grew to dread her visits, 
while she yearned for them. And by her bedside, sinful old 
woman, there was not a single holy picture ; no ecstatic saint, 
no weeping Madonna. Two companion frames held two 
photographs — one, faded, of Angelo d'Erella in his Guide 
uniform ; the other, quite new for a long time, of the flown^ 
away Archangel in her first ball-dress and her happiest smile. 
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Another thin old woman always in black watched over 
another girl — the fair picture of a small, pale girl, whose 
eyes were fixed and rather strange ; whose straight, drawn lips 
were too often white. Only she lived away in green Umbria, 
in mystic Assisi, and the girl she took such care of was of 
aching flesh and blood. Strange that Gabriella, so fresh and 
healthy, so afraid to die, so unwilling to leave her bright world, 
should have been carried away at twenty-two ; while the mere 
shred that Arduina had become was not only suffered to live on, 
but to lose, with care, the frightful symptoms of her mother's 
malady, to grow stronger and fatter in time than she had 
perhaps ever been. 

The seasons passed so quickly in their unvarying monotony, 
the circumstances that had brought her to this lonely life were 
so many and so various, that she grew to regard them as 
dreams, as things she had read and had felt very vividly, but 
that had not happened to her, and to look upon Assisi as her 
real home since childhood. Before she had been there many 
months, once the fear of discovery had worn off, it seemed to 
her that she had lived in the quiet old town for as long as 
she could remember. 

At first the care of her health took up a great deal of time. 
She was worn out; the sudden, complete relaxation after so 
long a strain left her prostrate. Through the summer nights 
and through a part of the sultry days she slept and did little 
else. Those two forlorn women had their own cleaning and 
cooking to do; it kept Arduina occupied and sometimes 
amused till mid-day. There was the paper to read, a little 
sewing, and a nap; then a stroll, then supper, and perhaps 
another stroll, then bed again. Arduina had nothing to do, 
yet it was autumn before she found time to climb up to St. 
Francesco and see the three churches built one over the other, 
the frescoes, the humble choir of Santa Chiara. 

They passed the first winter indoors, waiting for a balmy 
day, and sallying forth, when it came, for a long walk to find 
some pleasant place. And by the time she had made herself 
and Lizzie some clothes, and had gone as oflen as she wanted 
to her favourite haunts, winter had closed round Assisi, from 
the mountains of Monte falco beyond the plain, for the second 
time. Then Arduina found other occupations. She bought 
some quires of paper and went out sketching when it M'as fine, 
or took views from her window when it was wet and windy. 
She tried hard and honestly not to be a drag on her dear 
nurse's spirits; she understood the depth of that woman's 
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unselfishness^ and tried to act so that it should not seem wastei 
And she also sought alleviation in all the green things and the 
old saintly things around her that she might sufTer less. The 
heart has a selfish measure of endurance — ^beyond a certiin 
point it will not suffer. Besides^ it is quite true that there 
is an election in pain ; that the natures to whom most sufferinf 
is sent are so treated because pain is a birthmark of gloiy, and 
they have been more than others found worthy of it. There- 
fore, in their extreme fragility they are the strongest; the 
proudest in their deep humility ; the subtlest self-seekers in 
their apparent unselfisimess. And because they are the richest, 
the finest, and the readiest, does so much glide over them, 
leaving deep drifts in the road behind it, but passing od, 
nevertheless. 

During the third summer she laughed quite sincerely at 
times, and in the free simplicity of her country life, perhaps 
especially because it was so free, she breathed more than one 
sigh of thankful relief. There, if sad, she was not forced to 
wear a beaming face ; though monotonous, her existence was 
not a chain eating away the Hesh round her wrists and ankles ; 
though lonely, she did not feel abandoned ; everything tended 
to draw a veil of forgetfulness over the past, and the mysticism 
that breathes from the little chapel in Santa Maria degii 
Angeli — a true rapturous mysticism that is quite as mucli a 
glimpse into the inner life of Nature as a misty creature of 
man's perpetual desire — seemed to wrap her in a new softness 
and to pour a soothing benediction over her heart and nenes. 
She felt a gradual dropping away of old stumbling-blocks, as if 
a kind power had deprived her of the necessity of believing 
one thing or another, of analysing, deciding, or accomplishing; 
as if her heaving life had been brought to a standstill through 
a shock ; but a shock guided by a warm, tender hand that made 
inaction a healing, not a wearing, necessity. 

The old wounds remained fresh and bleeding; but the 
poison was being sucked out of them, gently. 
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Laura was bending over some fastidiously delicate fancy-work 
one brisk December day. Siie was only considering it^ com- 
paring the part tiiat was done with what remained to be done^ 
for she had her hat and coat on, incompatibly with an intention 
of setting to work. 

She was waiting for Prospero to take her out. They were to 
leave the baby at Maria de Simone's, and then go for a smart 
long walk round Villa Borghese. It was just after Christmas, 
and Rome was Rofne in all its charm. 

Some one tapped at the door. Laura thought it was Prospero 
come for her, and, covering up her work hastily, ran to admit 
him: 

' Here I am ! ' she cried as she presented herself. 

But it was a maid, not her brother. 

' Signorina, there is some one who wants you out in the hall.' 

' Some one for me ? A ladi^ ? ' 

* No — not quite. A respectable, poor-looking person. I left 
her outside, thinking it might only be for alms. But she 
insisted so particularly on seeing just ^om.' 

Laura picked up her muff and went out. 
'Are you the Signorina Laura?' asked the grey-haired 
woman who was waiting with a curious little carpet-bag. 
' Yes — and you ? ' 
The stranger disregarded her question. 

* Then you speak English quite well ? ' she said, slipping into 
that tongue as if it came to her more easily. 

'Yes— a little. Why.> What can I do for you? Who are 
you?' 

The visitor came a little nearer and laid her carpet-bag on 
the hall-table, with an imploringly timid look in the washed- 
out eyes she turned up to the stately Laura, as if she would 
have given much to have been spared all these unavoidable 
preliminaries. 

' My name is — Did you never hear Miss Arduina speak of 
Lizzie ? ' 
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Laura started and looked pained, as if some one had inad- 
vertently laid a rough finger on a sore spot 

' Miss Arduina ? I have never known but one Arduina.' 

'Countess d'Erella's little girl ?' 

•Ah!' 

A quick flush dyed Laura's sallow cheeks^ that were mare 
than beginning to fade. 

' Ah ! you knew her too ? * 

She did not yet grasp that the visitor was bringing her news 
of the longed-for girl. No very precise notion of what the 
'respectable, poor looking person ' could want had as yet fonned 
itself; but she guessed her to be some one in need of help, 
who had known Arduina and was using her name (whidi she 
perhaps in some way knew to be powerful) as a passport to 
the Sant' Onofrios* favour. 

' I have known her all along — since she was bom. I was her 
mother's maid^ and her nurse as a baby.' 

' Lizzie you said your name was } ' 

'Yes; Elizabeth Blake.' 

Laura knitted her brows thoughtfully. 

'No, I don't remember. Signora Gabriella would hare 
known, poor thing ! ' 

' Gabriella } ' cried the other somewhat hotly. ' Yes, perhaps, 
though she hadn't seen me for years. Why do you say " poor 
thing " ? She has had luck enough ! If it hadn't been for Afr, 
my darling might have had a happy life of it in spite of the 
Jesuits and their plotting. Excuse me, ma'am, but I can't help 
it. Poor thing, indeed ! ' 

Laura put one hand out in remonstrance. 'Don't,' she said; 
' she is dead, if you don't know it.' 

At these wonls Lizzie remained perfectly still just as she had 
been standing, her eyes widening. 

'Dead!' she said in a whisper; 'you don't mean it?* 

'It is quite true. She has been dead these three yean 
nearly.' 

'Three years! Oh, my God, to have known it! To have 
known at once ! Poor child, poor child ! ' 

' You know all about Arduina d'Erella, then ? Probably she 
was dear to you too. But where do you come from? Can we 
do anything for you ? For her sake, you know, anything.' 

' Yes ! ' she cried eagerly, as if she had at last got to what 
she wanted. ' You can do something ; a great deal, and I liave 
come to you all the way from Assisi because I thought you could, 
and I was sure you fvould. But I should like to speak to yoa 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIA LUCIS 317 

a little more, if I may without taking up too much of your time. 
If not^ I can come again later/ 

' No, stay ; tell me now. Come in here.' She led the way 
into an inner room and gave her a chair. 

' Now tell me/ she said, with the grave kindness that was 
Laura's peculiarity. ' What can we do for you ? I can answer 
for my brother, even if my father were not disposed to help/ 

'Oh, it isn't that; nor would I ask anything of you for 
myself. Why should I ? / have no claims on you. But she, 
she has/ 
'She?' 

Laura's heart began thumping against her breast. What 
could the woman mean ? ' 

' She ? ' with her voice reduced to a thread. 
*Why, yes. Indeed you are the only people Arduina has 
any claim upon. I might have gone to Signora de Simone, it 
is true, but I didn't know about Miss Gabriella. I thought I 
should have had to meet her. Anyhow, she would have found 
us out, and I didn't want that.' 

Laura had hidden her face in her muff, and now, suddenly, 
she burst out crying. 

'Oh, ma'am! I beg your pardon, I didn't think. What's 
the matter } * 

' Oh ! I shouldn't give way — but — you wUI understand 
— make allowances — we thought she was dead. And we all 
loved her.* 

' You thought that she was dead ? ' 

'Yes. My brother thought so — they all thought so! Oh 
God!' 

Laura cried on silently, and tears dropped at rare Intervals 
from Lizzie's eyes too. Then both drew themselves in. 

'Alive ! Oh, tell me, quick ! Where is she? Is she well — 
or worse ? Does she speak of us ? ' 
' Are you ready ? ' cried Prospero's voice from the halL 
She went to the door. 
' Prospero, come here a moment/ 

He thought he was being called for visitors, which would 
have bored him, and tried to slip away unnoticed, making a 
grimace at his sister. 

' No, come,' she said seriously. Then he caught sight of her 
quivering face and wet eyelashes. 

'What is it?' he inquired, stepping into the room and 
scowling slightly at the sombre intruder. 
*It is — it is — oh, Prospero! — ' her tears beginning to fall 
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again; 'darling, how can I tell jon? No — ^it's good 

the very, very best news we could have. Don't yen guess? 

Something that will make us all happy. Think ! ' 

'Is it — ' gazing dubiously at the stranger and wonderinf in 
what way she could be mixed up with Laura's extraonUmiT 
excitement — ' is it that you are going to be married ? Bat I 
should have known from papa, of course. And yoa neTcr toM 
me you cared for any one/ 

'No, indeed!' she answered, laughing, tears and aH 'Is 
that your dearest wish ? Can't you think of anything* better? 
Something that would make^ou, especially yotf, quite happy:' 

He put his sister from him with a sudden change in his 
manner. 

' You know,* he said, speaking gravely, in a low voice, that 
the stranger might not hear, 'you know only one thing cooU 
do that.' 

She took both his hands and looked at him lovingl}^ fixedly, 
trying to get the truth into her eyes that he might read it therr 
before she told him. 

' That one thing, Prospero, dearest Arduina, isn't it ? She 
is safe.' 

He started violently at sound of that name sp openly, so 
suddenly pronounced, pressing his teeth over his nether lip ts 
if she had exposed every nerve and scraped it. 

' Who told you } ' he asked, breathing rapidly. 

Laura looked round at the visitor, who came forward. 

'It isn't true?' he cried, his eyes flashing, yet almost 
joining his hands as if he would have begged her to make 
it true. 

' I have been with her since you have lost her. She came 
straight to me instead of going to the convent when yonr maid 
left her. I am Lizzie.' 

Prosperous face cleared instantly. The name was not new to 
him evidently. 

'She used to speak of you. You were kind to her.' He 
was grasping and pressing her hands so hard that he hurt 
them. 

' You knew the name, Prospero ? How was it we didn't 
think of looking her up at the time P ' 

' Because I didn't remember — so much happened all together. 
And if I had remembered, it would not have been much use. 
I was convinced Lizzie had gone back to England years aga 
Arduina had but five francs in her pocket when she left us. 
How could she have got to her ? ' 
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' You were misinformed then, for I have never left Italy since 
I came to Countess d'Erella. But my affairs can't interest you 
much. Let me tell you about her.' 

' Yes, yes, about her I ' they exclaimed together. ' Is she 
here ? * Prospero added. 

' No ; nor does she suspect where I am. She would never 
have let me come. But this sort of thing can't go on for ever. 
She fell on me while I was having my dinner, two years and 
a half ago, still with her nun's dress on, and in a fearful state 
of mind. She explained things to me — the reasons why she 
could neither go back to the convent nor come to you. It 
would have meant living with your iVife, who used to be 
imperative, and would not have let her go, being fond of her, 
and with you. And — she couldn't do it.' 

' I understand,' said Prospero quickly. * How is she ?' 

' Rather well on the whole. So she begged me to help her. 
It was the beginning of the month, and I had a little money by 
me. So I was able to pay up my fortnight's lodging and some 
little expenses. We went away, as far as our means would let 
us, choosing Umbria, because Arduina knew the living there 
was cheap ; Assisi, because Arduina liked it and had taken a 
sick girl's fancy into her head that we should not be found. 
Many foreigners come and go there, though it is such a 
quiet place, so that it is easier to slip in unnoticed, the people 
being used to new faces, than in any other quiet place. We 
took one room, because we couldn't afford more; you see, 
though we had enough, it was rather a tight squeeze to make 
two of us live on what I have. We have lived there ever 
since. I don't know what it is she means to do; but she 
shows no signs yet of wanting to come away. Whenever I 
speak to her about it, it 's the same answer — ' Lizzie, don't give 
me up ; I can't yet.* 

Prospero drew his chair closer to the speaker, with a new 
interest in his face. 

' I am not a young woman, and I feel the cold dreadfully. 
All I had, and it wasn't much, is sunk in a small annuity, and 
the rest is my husband's pension. I only have it for life. If 
anything were to happen to me, she would be left quite alone, 
without a penny in tiie world. And that money of hers that is 
gone to the convent ought to be seen to as well, oughtn't it? 
Nor is it the life that will satisfy her for long ; she seems sort 
of wasted there. Now she is content enough, but that's 
because she is only just getting stronger. She who was 
always so fidgety, how will she bear it later on, with no one 
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to speak to and nothing to do ? With her good name^ too, 
not twenty- four yet, and so pretty !* 

Lizzie paused a moment for the emotion in her throat. Thes 
she continued — 

< Many times I haven't been able to sleep for thinking of aP 
this. Here she is, I kept telling myself, thrown on my haind^ , 
what am I to do with her ? She isn't in her place here ; bov 
can I get her in her proper place ? There was no other way bot 
asking some one who took an interest in her. And I coulds : 
think of any one better than Miss Laura, that the child is 
always talking about. And how often she would hare let 
me bring her back if only we had been sure the Captain ard 
his wife were away! For she knew that Miss Laura wood 
have come to see her, have helped her, and yet have kept her 
secret as long as it should be kept. I made up my mind to 
come to you, and began saving money. Then I told her I h^ 
had a circular, and that something was wrong with my pension, 
to make an excuse for coming to Rome. She herself urged me 
to come here and see about it. My heart sprang up in my 
mouth when I rang at your door — we thought the Captain W3S 
away, you see, but we were not sure. And it wouldn't hare 
done at all to be found out by Miss Gabriella. Arduina would 
never have forgiven me.' 

Laura had found her composure, and Prospero was losing hs 
rapidly. 

An expectant hush stood over them. Prospero was biting 
his lips and his moustache nervously, as if working out some 
problem or sketching out some hasty, important plan. 

* You see, that 's why I have come,' said Lizzie reflectively. 
' I didn't know about poor Miss Gabriella's having been taken. 
I want you to tell me what I had better do for her ? ' Before 
she had finished speaking, Prospero had looked up, his brow 
perfectly clear, though his eyes were preoccupied. 

'You need do nothing beyond taking care of her a little 
more, good Lizzie,' he said, rising, very straight, and for once 
in his life very resolute. 

' Do you know if papa is at home ? * to Laura. 

' I think he is. He had some appointment at four, and he 
didn't speak of going out till then.' 

' You won't go away } * he said, holding his hand out to Lizzie. 

'No, don't. There are so many things I want to ask yon 
about her,' insisted Laura eagerly, beginning to untie her veil. 
' Come into my room. And stay till evening ; dine with us.' 

' Dine with us, and go back to her to-morrow.' 
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'I shall go with you/ cried Laura, who was not to be 
recognized^ so quick^ so talkative, with so much colour and such 
very bright eyes. ' I shall go with you and bring her back.' 

* Do you think you can persuade her ? ' said Lizzie dubiously, 
twisting her fingers together in a helpless way. It seemed as 
if she had exhausted all her energy in thus appealing to Laura 
Sant' Onofno, and was now rather awed at what she had done. 
Prospero appeared relieved by her query. He laid one hand 
impressively on the two Lizzie had joined in her perplexity. 

^ That is what I wanted to ask of you, who have lived with 
her lately, and who know her well. Laura may go if she likes. 
Yes, go,' he said, turning, * by all means. You,' looking her 
tenderly in the eyes, 'will know how to put things to her; you 
alone, better than myself even, can explain how it is with me. 
But as to bringing her back, she does not cross these doors 
with my consent except as my wife. If she is to come on any 
other footing, I want to know beforehand, that I may get 
myself removed somewhere and go away on leave in the 
meantime without having seen her. That's why we ought 
to ask Lizzie if we have any hope of her return.' 

The old woman was crying, as Laura had cried not long 
before. She was glad notv that she had come. 

'Perhaps I ought not to say it,' she murmured haltingly. 
' It 's like betraying her secret. But perhaps it is better you 
should know. She is proud, and we have had so many 
misunderstandings.' 

' Say it, say it. We must know everything if we are to act 
with any purpose.' 

She did not speak at once. It seemed as if she found it 
harder than confessing a love of her own would have been in 
the days, so far behind her, in which she might have loved. 

'I know she loves you still. Captain. Whether she will come 
depends on the way you ask her. But I think you could make 
her come if you wanted her.* 
A deep pause. Then — 
'Shall I see you again ? ' 

'I don't know. I think so. I am not going until Miss 
Laura has done with me.' 
Nor had Laura done with her for some time. 

The interview between Prospero and Sant' Onofrio senior 
was neither long nor intricate. And the news his son brought 
him gave him no very great shock. He had had a secret 
opinion of his own all along concerning that troublesome 
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d'Erella girl — ^sbe would turn up one fine day safe mnd vir^ 
As to his son's marrying her after her reappearance, he dklip' 
much care. He had no reason to care. He was bkiae' 
guilty of a second marriage that had been called foolisk a:. 
that had worn very well nevertheless. His wife was t^.'i- 
pleased, for she had liked Arduina from the first. Bebf 
woman, and a kind, easy-going one, she had jessed Pm-pefs* 
story, tiiough it had not been told her in much detail, and c^ 
was glad he was going to be happy; her liking for her step- 
son had grown more maternal after his first marriage. T:^; 
it was known that Prospero never bothered about makiof iz 
his mind, but that when he did, it was made up in earsfM 
And the very few, very quiet, words he spoke on the sabjeit 
emanated clearly from a mind very much made up. Bt 
merely wanted to know whether his father had anjr <^jectx' 
to Laura's going back to Assisi with the woman who lii' 
brought them news of Arduina d'EreUa, that she might speai 
to her in his name and report all that she might stand in o^rl 
of before her marriage— -only a woman could do that ; bcadai 
he preferred not to see her if, after all, he was not to have kc 
And he wished to know whether his father and his step-motliff 
were willing to receive her temporarily in their boose as \i> 
wife, or whether he must set about preparing separate quarte!s 
for her immediately. AH this passed oflT very smoothly. Tbc;. 
were half surprised themselves that a marriage with so ididt 
romantic incidents preceding it should meet with no difficulties 
and be so quickly arranged. It was like the silent slipping 
free of a great knot that many hands had tried in vain to 
untie and that was really so simple. But what could be 
brought against Arduina } The only name that had ever bees 
breathed in connection with hers was that of Sant' Onofriu 
himself. This suggested the idea of a duty towards her rather 
than of an objection against her. As for the rest, she was 
scatter-brained, they said, and she would never settle dows 
into common-sense — other people's common-sense. That was 
Prospero's own look-out. 

Besides, she was not quite forgotten yet ; neither her quietly 
direct fascination nor her winning ways. And life with spoiled 
Gabriella had not been all roses for those who had fetcheid and 
carried at her bidding. Comparisons were drawn which were 
in Arduina's favour, in spite of her mysterious doings. 

Vittoria and Nennella giggled excitedly in their bedrooms 
that evening. It was quite wonderful what a lot they had to 
9ay on the subject. They found it cruel injustice towards their 
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correct, blameless selves that a woman who had been thoroughly 
eccentric, who had done the funniest things, should end by 
making such a remarkably good marriage, by capturing so 
altogether pleasant^ decorative, and well-provided a husband 
as Prospero. 

These two profound lieads even planned the dresses they 
livould wear at the wedding, before settling to sleep, and 
rejoiced at the unexpected occasion for extorting money from 
their parent. 

But those wonderful toilets, created in such good time, must 
have been inaugurated elsewhere, supposing they ever got 
made. 

Prospero, with friends of his own as witnesses for both bride 
and bridegroom, married Arduina at Assisi, in Santa Maria 
degli Angeli. Two generations of Lauras, his sister and his 
little girl, were the only guests he brought, the only members 
he thought indispensable, of his busily-speculating family. 

The four lefl behind posed as offended for a few weeks ; but 
curiosity got the better of them when the much commented-on 
and much criticised bride came home. And curiosity forced 
them into amiableness. 
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On a Turkish-looking ottoman, iu the snuggest of tiny sanc- 
tums, Arduina sat nibbling a biscuit ; thoughtfully, as if heart 
and soul were centred on that dry slip of yellow paste. 

She must have been very preoccupied indeed. 

Her knees were crossed, so that the child who was playing 
with her bricks on the carpet might have seen, had she chosen, 
a fair length of black silk stocking ; and as soon as she had 
finished her biscuit, she clasped her hands in her old fashion 
behind her head. 

When the daffodils — in a month or two at most — ^would begin 
being sold in their big baskets, making the old Piazza close to 
her home young again, she would have been married two years. 

There was more in her dress than mere suitableness to time, 
place, and condition ; there was the subtle minute something 
that distinguishes the woman who merely likes to dress from 
the woman who knows how. Perhaps it might have seemed to 
one of those tiresome observers gifted with eyes too quick and 
a memory too good^ — female observers mostly, — ^that for an 
ex-nun, who had so long sacrificed herself and others in order 
to follow a supposed path of duty unflinchingly, there was too 
much study lavished on her person. Her hair was dressed 
simply, brushed oflT from her forehead in abundant loose waves 
just covering the tips of her ears ; but closer examination would 
have brought out the symptoms of infinite art in the arrange- 
ment of each wave. The colours of her tea-gown, dull yellow 
and deep violet, were not mingled by chance, but with an acute 
science of what would best suit the wearer s golden intonation ; 
a few scraps of cream lace put just where they should be ; a 
suggestion of warm, dark fur ; a gleam of antique paste buttons 
— a rich harmonious whole, in short, that was no unaided 
creation of a dressmaker, however gifted. 

And a dozen such marks of close attention to detail and 
perfect taste would have rewarded the most superficial glance 
round that pleasant room. No vulgar hand, no paid hand, had 
tied up the few long flowers in fragile vases. 
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The wives of Prospero's brother officers told each other that 
Arcluina Sant' Onofrio was insufTerably pretentious in her style 
of livings ftpiiig rich foreigners or the establishments of the 
aristocracy. And so great was the envy she excited that some 
of her friends were personally aggrieved because they could 
not, by any stretch of imagination, write on her list of crimes 
two they would have loved to add : they could not say she gave 
herself airs in spite of her model home, nor could they accuse 
Iter of liking admiration. She would not flirt, with all the 
liberty, far exceeding that enjoyed by most young wives, allowed 
her by her husband. Prospero had felt so sincere a pity for 
the gloom of her past, he was so anxious to make life bright 
for her, that he brought many of his friends to her table, to 
her daily, well-organized ' five o'clock ' where the water always 
boiled when it was wanted to and the lamps never misbehaved 
themselves. And this was done as soon as their fiat was fur- 
nished, not long after their wedding tour. And critics were 
numerous. The wives of jealous husbands who left them no 
]>eace, those who had too poor a drawing-room to admit of a 
' day,' or too wretched a cook to admit of an unexpected guest, 
or too low an allowance to admit of an astrakhan coat ; women 
of the class in whose eyes a pretty, stylish, and at the same 
time honest, woman is an impossibility, and a faithfully happy 
wife an absurdity ; those who had struck up a giant friendship 
with the former Signora Sant' Onofrio junior— all these were 
very acid over the new bride's ways, and, finding nothing in her 
present deserving of more than criticism, they attacked her past 
The story of her disappearance from the convent was atill a living 
thing ; her new friends took to hinting that she had disappeared 
from all eyes but Prospero's ; that she had left her veil for his 
sake. Presently, people got to be so well-informed in this 
gossip-manufacturing conventicle of officers' wives, that even 
the minute villa without one of the city gates where Sant' 
Onofrio was supposed to have kept his love was pointed out, 
and most of the well-chosen things that had made his home 
so pretty were described as having come straight from that 
love-nest outside Porta Pia. Shameful of her to have lived for 
so long at the expense of her dearest friend as the mistress of 
that friend's husband ! Shameful of him to have kept his wife, 
who was a dear girl and had all the money, in his father s 
house, where collisions of temper and sometimes even actual 
discomforts had fallen to her lot, while this intriguing creature 
was now set up in so much pride ! 

All this might perhaps have started a sly current of disfavour 
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against her but for two or three considerations — she was pot 
down as a foreigner, notwithstanding her father's well-known 
name, on account of the accented speech she always used 
as a result of learning English first and her native tongue 
afterwards. As a foreigner, many things were forgiven her, 
down to her dainty way of dressing her predecessor's child ; 
and, when the very particular chose to push inquiries still 
further, and ask, with a wrinkle of the nose, ' Wfto is she ? ' 
the answer: 'She was a d'Erella ' generally produced a resigned 
' Oh ! ' not unblended with sudden respect, or a significant 
sniff, as if it had been at last understood that she belonged by 
birth to the 'class who may do anything.' ' Only fancy, she 
might have had herself called Countess if she had chosen ! ' 
The other reason why worse sins than Arduina's real and 
supposed ones would have obtained a free pardon, was her 
constant if reserved hospitality. Sant' Onofrio's house was 
productive in the way of invitations. Sant' Onofrio kept a 
brougham for his wife ; Sant' Onofrio had a box at the Opera, 
when Rome succeeded in getting up such a luxury as a Com- 
pany to sing at its Municipal Theatre. These were considera- 
tions far too profitable for anything else to matter. One only 
consequence remained of the rumours that had floated for a 
while over Arduina's reputation. Men who found her lovely, 
who felt, as most did sooner or later, the electricity that oozed 
from her very handshake, believing a part of what they heard, 
and drawing hopeful prophecy therefrom, worked closer to her 
than they would otherwise have dared. She could not under- 
stand and was annoyed by it. Flirtation was not her ' style.' 
One bold individual especially, a bosom friend of Prospero's, 
a Captain d'Arco, gave her far more trouble than he was 
worth. 

But any minor worry of this sort was only a tiny drawback 
by the side of a terrible flaw that blotted her happiness. It 
seems a monstrous assertion, but it was true, nevertheless, as 
many things monstrous manage to be — Prospero had wearied 
of her. The eager, overthirsty girl was still clinging to the cup 
with greedy lips and longing eyes ; with a happy cry for 
' More ! More ! ' when the older, life-sickeiied man showed 
symptoms of wishing to throw the vessel aside, satiated. 

Arduina had made a mistake from the first in her manage- 
ment of Prospero — or, rather, she had thought that a man so 
loving, so loved, would require no management at all. She 
had taken it as a matter of course that he would prove the 
one person in the world with whom she might be as sincere as 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



VIA LUCIS 327 

her nature longed to be^ and with whom no diplomacy would 
be needed ; little dreaming that the spiritualistic element in 
her was thrown away upon him ; that her soul — her tiresomely 
active and ever-stirring soul — was rather a drag on the man 
who had been haunted till he got them by nothing more than 
a trick of light in her eyes, the charm of a tone and a gesture^ 
by the ghost of a sun-ray flitting about her head. So she 
showered upon him without stint or prudent economy the 
wealth of her excessive love ; and though she was far from the 
prig and the blue-stocking, and he was anything but a fool, she 
was too deeply in earnest^ and she bored him. It was not that 
she found him below her — oh, dear, she had never stopped to 
measure his moral and intellectual calibre^ loving him as she 
had done, so suddenly and so unreasonably. On the contrary, 
she was kind to his weaknesses because she had guessed them 
from the first ; nor was she disappointed in him because he 
gave her no support, no mentally sympathetic companionship, 
having never expected it. She was too much a woman of the 
South, in this one respect, to ask of him more than love. Did 
she want his mind to pierce the thoughts, sad ones, that some- 
times rankled in her own, so long as he would let her head rest 
on his shoulder when it was tired ? Did it much disturb her 
that he should so often qualify her favourite books as ' dry,' so 
long as there was a love-gleam in his eyes whilst bidding her 
leave them } No, no. It was not from her and on account of 
this that coldness came ; the impatient putting aside was not 
done by her hot white fingers, passionate to the nail-tips. It 
was only because he began one day to gradually refuse love 
that she was disappointed^ and that a death-sweat was spreading 
in large slow drops over her stunned existence. 

There is no more pitiful sight than this of battle for the life 
of a love that is bent on dying. The causes of its agony are 
many and unseizable and beyond control. No man and no 
woman will ever know — simply because the last possible con- 
solation lies in trying not to know — how vain it is to fight for 
the return of another's fancy ; how wayward a thing is love — 
so swift to come, so swift to go. 

Being remarkably keen of perception, and possessing as well 
the painful double sight of passion, Arduina found her husband 
out very soon. There began a terrible hand-to-hand duel with 
his weariness, that he, in his turn, had perceived — a duel that 
only obtained the unwished-for result of wearying him the 
more. Yet she would not be resigned ; she would not under- 
stand that a man of Prospero's age, character, and formerly 
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dissipated — or at least independent — habits could not give ber 
back the violent^ exacting love of her panting, long-restrained 
twenty-four summers. For a long time she would not grasp 
the fact. How hard she tried to renew herself for his sake ! 
How she nursed her beauty and kept all prosaic cares out of 
his way ! She would spend hours over the choice of a dress or 
a trimming ; she hesitated long before settling what she would 
give him for lunch. Whatever her secret complainings^ she 
kept them for herself^ that he might not be irritated ; that no 
slightest altercation might come to give the thin, dreary cer- 
tainty the shape and the substance of words. Even this would 
not do. He found what she did perfect, that was all. The 
edge had worn off the contact of her^ perhaps because he had 
had too much of it. 

Only one thing interested him thoroughly — the child, and 
always the child. It was Lauretta from mom till eve ; when- 
ever they settled down for the castle-building so dear to young 
couples, it was nothing but one long plan for Lauretta's welfare. 
Wounded and repelled from the first by the shy^ sulky baby 
who would not take to her, and who would rub her cheek hard 
with her dimpled hand when she kissed her, as if to rub off a 
stain, Arduina grew to dread the very mention of her name, and 
was learning to hate her fast 

And Prospero let matters go as they listed, sighing now and 
again over the buried romance, full of pity for himself when he 
discovered that his wife's strongest, most stirring caress could 
not reawaken fibres that seemed dead, nor produce after the 
first few weeks sensations more intense than those he had 
grown sick of. The fact that her whole being was subject to 
him, that he could convulse her at times by a touch, thrilled 
him no longer, turning him cold instead. He was humiliated 
at the discovery — ^it was such an infallible symptom that middle- 
age was advancing with all its heavy machinery of sensual 
indifference and hygienic routine. He had ' settled down ' 
with a vengeance, and he was sorry for it. It would be hard 
for Arduina, poor girl ; but he would do his best for her not to 
notice — a woman is so easily taken in. Marriages, though, 
with such a difference of age between the two, always gene- 
rated something awkward. How silly of him to have defied 
experience 1 

Still he was faithful to her, partly because his un enthusiastic 
frame of mind was a general condition of his whole being — 
maybe temporary — ^rather than a clearly defined, specified, and 
logically or sophistically justified aversion towards her person. 
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He was faithful^ having loved her^ undoubted]}^ in a way that 
had caused him to marvel at himself. His having thought of 
her so long, and having unhesitatingly maiTied her six years 
after his first word of love, was the strongest proof of attach- 
ment he could offer ; it was a guarantee that he would give her 
no more pain than was necessary — ^at present. Only, their 
married life^ after so much real yearning for each otiier, 
threatened to degenerate into a pretty three months' idyl, 
followed by the drawing back of one, satisfied, while the other 
held out inviting arms, still famished. 

Kindest Fortune, however, who does not like people to be 
made merely half wretched or half uncomfortable, completed 
the agreeable state of affairs by not leaving Prospero to glory 
long over his tact in hiding his heart from Arduina ; for he was 
very soon made aware that she was not duped, and that he was 
saved from scenes of reproach and wailing retrospection only 
by her excessive love, that would not harass ; only by her ex- 
cessive pride, that would not beg. One day, uneasy at some- 
thing he read in her face after a trifling act of coldness he had 
let himself slip into, and grieved at having so far relaxed his 
vigilance, he hastened to her bedroom, to gloss over the word 
and the act that might have given pain by a little posthumous 
tenderness. He found her sljretched across her bed in a misery 
of long sobs, teeth and little hands fixed into the softness of 
the pillows like claws. The sight of woman's grief is never 
much of a sedative on the nerves of the man who has caused it. 
And Prospero let the heavy curtain fall without a sound or a 
sign. Therein lies the hidden disease of so many feminine 
lives — in a curtain quickly dropped over their sorrow of 
unsatisfaction, leaving them to sink or rise as they may. 

'The same lips now, and not the same ; 
What breath shall fill and reinspire 
A dead desire.^' 

Prospero left her that day with a sore frown of perplexity. 
He was very sorry, he told himself, but he couldn't help it. 

It was the anniversary of the day he had come to her in 
Assisi. Would he remember, she wondered. She remembered 
it, the third stepping-stone of her life — the third epoch, the 
third mad clasp, alone under the grey olives. Last year he had 
not forgotten. Ah ! last year ! 

She unfastened her hands from behind her head and drew 
herself up, away from the warm upholstery of her sofa. Some 
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recollections bring shivers in mid-summer and suffocation in 
mid-winter. Across the room she could see into a mirror over 
a Japanese bracket, and she smiled at the critically anxious eyes 
she saw reflected. Suddenly, an extra furrow creased her 
brow ; slie rose hastily and walked to the looking-glass, with a 
careful step, picking her way among the litter of baby's bricks. 
The lace that was at her neck did not come high enough under 
her chin — she always looked better when her collars and 
trimmings came well up round her throat. With a pin and 
her dexterous fingers, she soon had her lace rearranged to her 
liking. 

' Suits me to perfection ! ' she muttered. ' I think I could 
really pass for pretty just at this moment. How will he kiss 
me this evening } ' 

The door-bell rang and she knew the ring. Laying almost 
violent hands on the child who had been sitting on the floor as 
good as gold up till now, she took her by the shoulders and 
pushed her through the dining-room door. 

'Go to Lizzie, darling — go — there!' All the listlessness 
had gone out of her manner. 

With a sullen finger in her mouth, as if resenting the ejection, 
yet knowing she must obey, the small girl trotted across the 
floor and banged at a door opposite with her little fist. After 
seeing that she was safe, Arduina went back into the drawing- 
room and threw herself into a low chair, all expectant. 

Prospero, however, went straight to his own quarters, and it 
was fully ten minutes^^before he sauntered into the room where 
she was waiting for hiin — waiting with almost the same sickened 
eagerness as in the few early days when he used to come to her 
in Frasso garden among the palms and the datura bushes and 
the blue aloes. 

He did not remember the anniversary, and he had something 
on his mind that evidently made the pretty frock she had 
planned with so much care a matter of vast indifi^erence. His 
first words were a thrust and set her quivering. 

' Ah ! Here you are. The man told me you had no visitors, 
so I looked for you in Lauretta's room first, thinking you might 
be there.' The spasmodic pressure of her warm hand he had 
answered with a gentle but determined eflbrt to get his own 
free. Then he sank into the nearest chair, and drew the after- 
noon paper from his pocket. Something else came out of his 
pocket among the folds of the Capitate, but he took no notice 
of it. A stray envelope with nothing in it, most probably. 

'Tired, Prospero?' 
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She was bending forward^ her face still half aglow, struggling 
with her deep discouragement. 

' Rather/ he said absently. 

' You are too late for tea, dearest ; do you know it is nearly 
dinner-time? What have you been doing with yourself, bad 
boy?' 

'I looked in on my father/ with a trace of impatience. 
/ Laura sends you her love/ and catching sight of the toys on 
the floor : ' Where *s Lauretta ? ' 

Arduina fell back, catching the sides of her chair. A monster 
effort kept her imrufHed. 

'Wasn't she having her supper? Then I don't know. In 
Lizzie's room, perhaps. Do you want her fetched ? ' 

'No; I'll look her up.' 

The curtain had not closed behind him before her hand, 
heavy with the rings he had given her, went up to her brow, 
and a moan, a very slight one, dropped from her lips. 

'What is the matter with him, and what have I done to 
him?' 

At dinner he sat very glum. Arduina tried to interest him 
in her doings of the day, with poor success. He asked her, 
indiff*erently, whether she had been out, and when she answered, 
it was clear that he had already forgotten his own question, for 
he hardly heard her. 

'What news, Prospero?' she said at last, trying to make 
him talk, since there was no making him listen. 

At this he became all attention and ^r^ness. Moreover, he 
grew very nervous. 

'Bad news, dear; so bad, I don't quite know how to tell 
yon.' 

She did not notice that the words were mechanical; a 
chill had seized her limbs and the sight of food grew intoler- 
able. 

• What is it ? ' she cried, pushing her plate from before her. 
How niean of her, she was thinking rapidly, to have accused 
the poor darling of extra coldness when he was only miserable ! 
She should have seen at once that something was the matter. 
Instead of that, all her pity had been for the disappointment of 
her paltry self. Truly, how mean ! It was Arduina who spoke 
again first, seeing how he hesitated. 

'Tell me — I don't mind how bad it is — so long as we are 
together. Is it something wrong at home ? Not Laura ? It 
isn't a duel ? Anything else — and I see it isn't that 1 ' 

' My poor Arduina ! ' 
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She had lost all her colour, but she was bending forward 
eagerly, determined to be firm. 

' Don't mind about me, you know I could bear anything.' 

' Even separation ? ' 
. She understood, and a glassy fixedness stole over her gaze. 

' Ah ! I see ! ' 

She leaned her elbows on the table and her forehead on her 
hands. Prospero looked the picture of half-terrorized sa8)>ense. 
It was the first time anything very grave was mooted between 
them, and he did not know yet how she took grave things. 
Nor had he forgotten the sight of her body forlornly thrown 
across her bed and shaken with sobs for an offence of his so 
slight that he couldn't have told any one now what it was, to 
save his life. 

He need not have made himself uneasy though. 

'They have ordered you away somewhere far off.^' 

'Yes, sweetheart.' 

There is no equivalent in Italian to the old-fashioned term. 
The quaint English word, unfamiliar on his lips since so long, 
gave her a stab, recalling as it did too many things of but 
yesterday, memories already. 

She nearly lost her stern hold of herself as she continued — 

'Whereto?' 

' Constantinople, in second command of the Sesia stationed 
there.' 

She looked up with an expression slightly relieved but 
puzzled. 

'Stationed? Why then should it mean separation? Can't 
I come too ? ' 

Sant' Onofrio did not answer at once^ but handled his dessert 
knife in a careful manner. After that he found something the 
matter with one of his studs and set it straight. His wife's 
eyes never left him ; but as he did not look up, he saw neither 
their sadness nor their sharpness. 

' I don't think,' he said at length, ' it would be ' 

No proper adjective came ready to his tongue. 'Possible* 
wouldn't do, because it was on the contrary very possible 
to have her out. And he couldn't very well use 'pleasant' 
either. How to tell her it would not be pleasant to take 
her with him ? 

He set his orange down, looking at her through his lashes, 
to see the effect of his words and correct it by a second speech 
if need be — like a coward — 

' I don't think you would like it. 
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'But you gave me no chance of deciding; you spoke as if 
you had already made up your mind about my being left.' 

* To be straightforward^ I had made up my mlnd^ thinking it 
would be the best plan, the plan you yourself would choose as 
the wisest,' 

'The best plan ? Are you mad, or what, Prosper© ? If there 
be ever so small a possibility of following you, how can I find 
being left behind alone the best plan ? What have I done that 
you should think so?' 

'It would not be alone. You would have my people and 
Lauretta.' 

She flashed defiance at him at this name. But she was too 
much afraid of a harsh answer that would have cut her through, 
and that she would not have forgiven, to provoke one by an 
explosion of jealous anger. 

'I didn't mean that simply being alone would worry me, 
but being without ^ou,' Maybe this touched him, maybe he 
recalled a time when the world could have brought him no 
greater evil than being without her. He spoke very gently. 

'Come, we are old married people now, who must behave 
reasonably. It isn't for long.' He could not have made an 
unluckier speech. She put her elbows up again and crossed 
her hands under her chin. 

' Do you remember, the month after we were married, they 
sent you away for a week, to sit on the Military Tribunal in 
Venice ? ' 

'Well.>' 

'Well, you cried then at having to leave me. When the 
morning came, you couldn't stand it and took me with you. 
And it was only for a week.' 

' That was probably why I took yon. It is possible to do for 
a week what cannot be done for longer. We have only just 
settled down ; the house and Villa Belvedere are only just in 
order. What would be the use of dragging you away on a 
house-hunting expedition, or to some uncomfortable hotel, 
when everything here is convenient and to your taste } ' 

' What is comfort,' she began, but broke off. Like an after- 
thought that comes in useful, he added briskly — 

'And things in the Levant are not looking quiet at all. 
The Stromholi and Morosini have been given orders that look 
extremely like the getting together of a fleet for the East.' 

She made no remark. 

' As I said, it isn't for long ; but one never knows what the 
wise heads in Via dei Portoghesi intend doing with a fellow. 
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Everything would go to ruin in our absence. And one can't 
take so many goods and chattels to Constantinople. You ought 
to be very proud that I trust you here all alone by yourself^ 
Madame. Gioia, who comes with me, is sending his new wife 
back to her motlier to be kept safe for him until his return. 
Any other man in my place would leave you in his own people's 
keeping. Why don't you listen ? ' 

Reassured by his wife's remarkable calm, he had allowed 
himself to wax playful. He was no face-reader. 

' You don't seem to feel the parting at all yourself/ she said, 
her pupils nearly black with pain. 

He looked round sheepishly. 

^ It is not kind of you,' he stammered ; * you have been taken 
by surprise and don't know what you are saying. Would yon 
have me give way like a baby } ' 

' There is not much danger of that, my dear, you are so glad 
to go.' 

The resurrection, for an instant, of the insane child who had 
shaken her fists in her father's face. 

' Arduina ! ' 

' Don't put on useless airs, Prospero. Tell the truth. Say, 
"Arduina, let me go by myself. I want a change;" and I 
shall respect you for your honesty. Surely I love you well 
enough to forgive anything, without concealment, to be spared 
the insult of deceit ! ' The fire of her blood was quenched in 
her set cheeks, and her teeth glittered with a strange bitter- 
ness as she continued — 

'Why should you conceal? Is it not in the natural order 
of things that a man should tire of his wife } I should be an 
innocent and a provincial if I complained. You are not sorry 
that this order has come. I should not be surprised even if 
some one told me you had tried for it.' 

His gesture of alarm was too sudden, too anxiously repressed, 
to escape her. She noted it then and remembered it later 
when she picked up on the drawing-room floor what he had 
thought a stray envelope with nothing in it 

'And I cannot blame you. Where is the woman constantly 
in love who is not monotonous } Toujours perdrix, you know.' 

The large tears were burnt up before reaching the rim of 
their blazing vessels. Her voice was even, but the tortuous 
smile that had seized her lips told of the dark chasm that was 
opening up behind it. Fragment after fragment of shattered 
dreams was falling into that chasm to be buried out of sight 
and out of mind. 
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Sant' Onofrio pushed his chair back with a rattle, and fling- 
ing his napkin on the table — 

* Can't one be left in peace ? It isn't enough to be bounced 
off there at a moment's notice without having jealousy and all 
the rest of it flung in one's face ! My people were right when 
they said you had no sense.' 

He ran his beard through his fingers twice. Then, begin- 
ning to feel small and cruel before the luminous head bowed 
down on the table, afraid of yielding and afterwards repenting 
it, altogether more embarrassed than he cared to show himself, 
he turned on his heel and went to ask for his latch-key. 
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A VERY subdued wife indeed was waiting for Sant' Onofrio 
when he came home. 

« Will you forgive the fuss I made ? ' she said, in a voice that 
was a little veiled, a little hoarse, as if she had sung too much 
or fasted too long. 'But I did not know I was so directly 
thwarting your intentions when I insisted on following you.' 

' My intentions ? ' 

'Yes. I know now, I understand. I have read this, you 
see. It must have dropped from your pocket.' 

She handed him a stray envelope with something in it. 

The silence that followed was very awkward indeed. He 
did not even look at the note she had restored to him; the 
worst of d' Arco's phrases were so clear in his mind : ' I am 
almost sure your request is granted — will be official in a day or 
two. Most probably Constantinople. Lucky, as usual, when 
you might have got Ben-Adir or some other rat-trap for your 
pains. But since you were so anxious to go, perhaps you 
wouldn't have minded. My lowliest compliments to your 
Signora.' 

If Prospero had known that only a hope of free manoeuvring- 
ground about his forsaken wife, to be obtained by his absence, 
had won him all the influence of Admiral d'Arco*s son and 
through it the envied post on the Sesia I 

Arduina disliked awkwardness. 

* Good-night, my own/ she concluded. ' You must leave me 
now. I 'm JO tired. We will talk in the morning.' 

By a strange freak of caprice, Prospero would have stayed. 
But she feigned obtuseness, and he slunk from her room, glad 
to have escaped so easily. 

Yet he was not entirely pleased at all this show of submission. 
He had expected a scene, with tears ; and having prepared to 
fight staunchly for the recovery of his freedom, even by calling 
his authority to the rescue if need be, the qui^ turn affairs had 
taken threw him more off his balance than* ili^tamount of hys- 
terical resistance. And he suffered severely m his vanity on 
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seeing himself let go with so little opposition. When Arduina 
saw him off at Spezia^ no tears glittered behind the large spots 
of her veil^ and his own emotion was greater than hers. 

Yet she went back to Villa Belvedere, where she had begged 
Prospero to let her stay until his return, a woman broken down, 
a woman as near deep, harmless, miserable insanity as it is 
possible to approach and yet be sane. 

A fit of remorse had overtaken her that evening after her 
very few bitter words to her husband at dessert. What right 
had she to put the worst possible construction on his words 
and actions ? Might it not be, even as he had said, that her 
going with him was unsuitable for many reasons, and that he 
was really doing his best not to give way so as not to weaken 
her by the sight of his own vexation? He could not guess, 
being a man and loving less, that the sight of such weakness 
would have been her strength ; that sorrow at parting on his 
side would have caused far more willingness to be left on hers 
than any argument, than any show of too much resignation. 

And now, she mused, he was angry, through her ! This must 
not be ; she would atone for her hastiness that very night when 
he came to her. Of course it might be true that he was glad 
to go (a knife crossed her from heart to spine), but she would 
allow herself and him the benefit of the doubt until she was 
sure. 

In the momentary relief from the immediate, harassing cer- 
tainty of misfortune that followed by reaction her acceptance 
of these milder thoughts, she had turned again to the details, 
trifles that make up a woman's day. She had rung to pass the 
order of ' Not at home' ; she had adjusted the pale lampshade 
to her liking ; she had changed the place of a vase nearest her 
eyes to make room for one that had more green in it — green 
was the colour that pleased and rested her; she had picked 
up d'Arco's note on the drawing-room floor and had read it, 
idly, just to see whether it was something worth keeping for 
Prospero, or whether she should tear it up. 

When she had read and had seen, something very curious 
took place within her— a sort of ghastly laughing at herself. 
Had she not confusedly expected some such moral disaster? 
Had not her outburst at table been out of all proportion with 
the mere fact of Prosperous being ordered away ? She recol- 
lected hsLvrngJelt that it was a grief of foreboding. So she was 
not surprised l^^Her being had suddenly split in two, into two 
hearts and fito*.J)TaJns — one that was being tortured by the 
lantern-like flitting of detnon forms and cruel words, that could 
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not be her brain^ otherwise she would have suffered ; and one 
that was looking on. There are movements too rapid for the 
eye to seize^ there are sensations too intolerable for the heart 
to grasp. A suffering that cannot at once be localized^ because 
it is everywhere; that no consciousness, however acute^ can 
define, for it has invaded that very consciousness, and for an 
instant has become ourselves. And the merely perceptive part 
of our faculties stands by impassive, and we become the spec- 
tators of our own grief. We smile, we speculate, we indulge 
in sarcasm, until our reason gives way, or tears come to save it. 

'. . . Strange how all things drop away one by one, so 
naturally that when a certain period is over we sometimes feel 
that we might have written its history before — months and 
years ago. Strange that no love, no sacrifice, no faithfulness 
can lure one human heart away from weariness for one second 
longer than the allotted time. Strange too that no intensity 
of previous suffering can stay the hunger of Fate and win one 
particle more of joy from the Miser who guards the Treasure ! 

' . . . Why do all torches go out as soon as we have made 
them fiare up high enough to show us the way ? Are there no 
torches .> 

* . . . Why do all Shapes wither into dim space like shadows 
when they are touched } Are there no shapes ? 

'. . . Poor unwelcome kisses! Is there not shame in un* 
wanted love ? Is not the unaccepted gift, thrown back at one's 
feet, steeped in the gall of contempt ? Who can bear it ? ' 

Presently, the brain that was being thus racked came to the 
highest point of sustainable torture, and the brain that was 
looking on could look on unmoved no longer. They blended 
into one, darting their anguish into each other, until in the 
excess of an unmerited pain she could not see the use of, in the 
strangling sense of a final humiliation that nothing could wipe 
away, Arduina sought the old arms of her childhood's comforter, 
the dumb earth, that is so hard and yet never repels. Slie 
remained till nearly midnight crouched up on the floor by the 
side of her marriage-bed, a boneless heap of wretchedness over 
which time passed and lamplight streamed and thoughts trod 
unheeded* 

Unsuccess had followed her even here in her love, where 
her youth, her changeful beauty, and the far-reaching, self- 
sacrificing tact of a heart that knows how to hold itself in, as 
well as how to give itself, should have made such unsuccess 
impossible. It was with a cold certainty of failure complete 
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and irremediable that she heard the new iron gate of the villa 
whine on its hinges as it fell-to behind her shoulders. And she 
shut herself up in this last grief, ageing under it ; losing, in her 
effort to bear up and be natural, even when alone with herself, 
the one attribute of hers that might have perhaps recaptured 
her husband on his seeing her again^ her beauty. 

She was practically alone, though often on a Sunday some 
one or other of the Saqt' Onofrios would run down to see her. 
Except for Laura's frequent apparitions^ however, these were 
unpleasant hours for her. She dreaded the effort of talking, 
of looking cheerful^ of feigning interest in things she could 
with diflSculty bring herself to listen to ; and wlien Ad^le wrote 
her a cordial note asking her to Rome for the Carnival, she 
read it with a bitter smile and declined. Down in abandoned 
Frasso, with no one about her but Lizzie, she felt easier than 
in Rome, less a mockery to herself than in the dear city she 
loved so well, but for its uncongenial inhabitants. 

Only once she struggled out of her hatred of any kind of 
companionship and asked Maria de Simone to come and stay 
with her for an indefinite length of time. But Maria was one 
of those who thought ill of Arduina. She would not come — 
no, not even for the sake of being near the child. With her 
black mittens, her scaidino, a bit of black lace by way of a cap 
where her hair had grown poor, venturing as far as the Pincio 
to hear the band play only when the sun was very bold, she 
pottered about her raw house until she died. What little she 
had went to Lauretta, who never remembered her grand-aunt. 
Indeed, few remembered her, except Arduina, who could trace 
so much to that unconscious planner ; and no one spoke of her 
again. There never was anything much to be said about her — 
or if there was, no one troubled to find it out. She slipped 
through life like a half-starved mouse through the crowded 
aisle of a vast cathedral, frightened by the many human beings 
and the loud voice of the preacher. 

Over the cliffs, through the lanes, as far as the vineyards, 
that were now a dreary expanse of tortuous, dry sticks ; across 
the old Moorish fortress-town at the opposite point of the bay, 
and along the myrtle-hedged road to the artillery camp ; back 
again to the pier, the lighthouse, and down to Nero's caves — 
Arduina went everywhere, as if rushing away from herself, 
rebellious, bored, unhappy, a fire of action burning away her 
blood. 

A fire of action — yet what could she do ? The grand things 
that have a long echo gjie did not even dream of; they were 
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materially impossible^ and they had become morally distasteful *, 
she was tired of imagining. Anything else but just living 
through her days^ writing a letter or two^ and teaching Lauretta 
her letters, with the help of a sonata or a song, there was no 
scope for in Frasso. Moreover, she had no heart for whatever 
she undertook, and any task that filled her with anticipations 
of the pleasure to be drawn from it lost its attraction the 
moment she sat down to it. Added to this, though well, she 
was not and would never be strong, so that very often her body 
as well as her soul shrank from exertion. There was, however, 
something wild, frenzied, in her restless discontent, that set her 
dreaming, as often before under the veil of Sister Valeria, of 
suicide and the madhouse. But it was more, had she chosen 
to admit it, of the unquiet brain than of the sore heart. It 
was existence itself that ailed her more than mere lovesickness 
or desertion. 

Nevertheless, as winter let go his grasp of the hardened 
earth, symptoms appeared that would have comforted Arduina 
had she noticed them, symptoms of approaching change, not 
in her life, but in herself. 

Was it indifference creeping on apace with the stealth of a 
wild animal to take her warm living heart from behind and 
stifle it at one bound, so that it should feel no more ? Was it 
insensibility ? was it the death of all ? 

Very surely her dislike for her husband's ugly child had 
vanished. Very surely the contrary little imp had learned to 
trust its step-mother's sweetness of manner and came out every 
day with some new peace-offering — a flower spontaneously 
picked for her, a kiss impulsively begged of her. Neither knew, 
neither measured ; but the love that would have flown from 
Arduina to the child of her own, that had been denied her, 
would have known no limit. And that love was lying in rich 
store for by and by, for the wronged Archangel's baby. 

The fishermen and their wives, the ca/2?-keeper and the post- 
man, stopped saying the lady from the villa was not ' quite right,' 
though she wandered about as much, as irregularly as ever. 
Thousands of tiny novelties were springing up, to her own sur- 
prise, on purpose to please her. I think she felt about this 
time what the autumn trees would tell you they feel if they 
had a voice as well as colour, when, after having mourned the 
lost beauty of the withered blossoms they mistook for their sole 
purpose and charm, a thrill of expectancy and confused surprise 
shakes old branches and small new leaves at the first sight of 
their own fruit. 
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'It is time, O passionate heart and morbid eye^ 
That old hysterical mock-disease should die.' 

The cane chair was drawn out on the terrace of the Villa 
Belvedere, and a small figure lay swallowed up in it still, 
though it was nearly past the April twilight, and the moon was 
rising. 

She had cushions behind her and a rug over her feet, not 
because she needed, but because she liked them. Her face 
was not sad, and the eyes full of November leaves, so steadily 
turned seawards, were as tranquil as beautiful eyes can ever be. 
There were deliciously faded baby-tints abroad — very pale rose 
and very tender blue — with a quantity of soft silver trembling 
just under the new moon. Here and there the uncertain beds 
of seaweed near the shore made patches of deep purple under 
the transparent water ; farther away the currents and the sand- 
banks threw zones of deeper green and flakes of darker blue 
across the bay. 

In that short suspension time between light and darkness, 
between regret and desire, in that cool, mid-April twilight, 
Arduina had been looking back over her twenty-six years — one 
bleak failure, as she had herself once written that most lives 
are — from beginning to end. Yet, being honest, she could not 
say she was unhappy, even though the faith, the work, and the 
passion she had prayed for had been denied her ; even though 
her days had been a continual descent from the peaks she had 
aspired to. Was she at peace because she had reached the 
plain instead, the plain of something so ordinary that even life 
had not the courage to wrest it from her } Or was it because 
she had ended by really touching the height, unknowingly ? 

Lauretta had been ill, and during the hours she had sat by 
her bedside, with no other occupation but thought at her 
disposal, Arduina had undergone a wide revolution. Or per- 
haps it was not a revolution, but a putting back in their place 
of thin|^s that bad been dragged out of it in early childhood. 

^Soogle 
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Face to face with deaths the only positive thing that is given 
us^ and with the fixed determination that Prospero's child 
should not die^ she learned at last the just proportions of other 
things ; she learned not to care about many tiifles ; she subsided, 
resigned, to what she had felt, but had not acknowledged as an 
irresistible enemy, only to be partially disarmed by the forti- 
tude of contempt — the Power of Fate. 

After that, she had been unwell herself for some time, and 
she went on opening up this precious gold vein of new thought. 

Everything was over for her, except satisfactions, temptations, 
and triumphs she was too pure for ; except satisfactions, temp- 
tations, and triumphs she was too tired for; since even this last 
of her ambitions — to be loved as passionately as she loved — 
had withered. Yet, in her lonely bed, with Laura to nurse 
her; and the child, who had grown friendly, playing in and out 
of her room when she got better ; Arduina found out that death, 
had it been her lot to die then, would have sounded unwelcome. 

The dust of the many mansions in their crumbling had not 
choked her. 

WJiat was Prospero doing — that Prospero who had shaken her 
soul to its foundations? His letters were pretty frequent, 
minute — too blandly minute, she knew, for sincerity — kind, 
cold. She locked them up as they came ; as time passed, she 
read them more and more carelessly. Now she knew that she 
had ceased to watch for them. 

This was her peace. 

Smiling, she re-erected in fancy the old plans, the old un- 
bounded longings. She yearned after nothing now, and of all 
her numerous inclinations nothing remained but her keen relish 
for beauty under any form. Out of the shattered apostle, the 
fallen saint — above all, out of the disappointed woman — an 
exquisitely indefinite and all-embracing artist organism was 
forming itself. She saw the world moving under fatal laws, 
worthy of respect since they exist, one fitting in with and 
explaining the other. What ri<j:ht have we to disarrange or 
substitute } Injustice and selfishness and narrow cruelty are 
everywhere ; but Nature is there, generous, infallible, glorious, 
unerring. And her waywardness is intangible. 

What had cured Arduina's malady of unquietness? What 
had appeased her } Was she appeased ? Was she healed } 
Perhaps the long solitude in the place she loved had done the 
needed work — since she was of those acute ones who see eyes 
in the wild-flowers and hear voices in the wave's ripple. 

Perhaps the last terrible disillusion of Prospero's voluntary 
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departure had shown her how far away joy is likely to stay if 
we seek it in the fellow-beings whom we love. And perhaps it 
was the changed form of her anxious^ inexorable religion — 
laying bare at every trifle the question of right and wrong, 
suppressing our only heritage for good, by suppressing our right 
of enjoying when and what we can — that had liberated her. 

Each nerve seemed now to bring her many sensations — a 
soothing by the side of a harsh one ; a stab still, occasionally, 
but after it a caress. It had dawned on her long ago that life 
is very brief, and then we die ; that life is very sad, and there 
is no help for it. Now, slowly, it was dawning on her that in 
the sadness without remedy lies all the beauty, and all the hope 
of joy in the briefness without pity. 

Patience ! Patience to stand aside while others win, to look 
on while others blunder, to be helpless while others suffer — can 
any lesson be harder.^ Alone in Frasso, Arduina learned it 
that stormy winter, her brow against the window-panes bleared 
with the fitful rain, her eyes with the Question burning in them 
that could not be quenched, taking in the angry expanse of 
green and grey Mediterranean, not blue then, as she had first 
known it, whose white cut-up waves dashed themselves down 
to die so nearly at her feet^ close under the sea-wall of Villa 
Belvedere. 

Blessed are they who have guessed it and felt it and fallen 
bleeding in its shadow — the Door to which there is no key ! 

It was nearly supper-time. 

Arduina rose from the cane lounge, that had grown old and 
unsteady, with a great unwillingness, and passed half-way up 
the flight of marble steps, dragging her rug behind her. At 
the patter of small feet she stopped a moment. 

' Lauretta, will you fetch me my cushions, like a good child ? * 

She need not have called her, for the little girl was running 
towards her, big with the importance of an entrusted letter. 

'Look inside if it's from papa?' she cried. Arduina took 
from her the heavy envelope with the Byzantine stamp and 
opened it quickly, to please the child. 

The first three words disturbed her. They were the words 
that had struck a shaft of pleasure through her brain on reading 
them at the head of the first letter she had ever received from 
Prospero Sant' Onofrio. She remembered. And she remem- 
bered, too, the depression that was over her that day eight years 
ago. A rapid comparison, and a dumb, hidden sense of dismay. 
The change in her was not so radical as she had thought. Then 
she went on with her letter. 
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It was long. 

And it had come too late. 

* My own sweetest : 

' You must allow me to tell you no news to-day^ to put aside 
all the trifling details of my daily life with which I have filled 
up my letters since I left you^ since I had the unpardonable^ 
unaccountable foolishness to leave you. 

'I have sinned against you grievously^ my own; and were 
you another, a woman that could be taken in^ any other than 
just yourself, Arduina, I would not dare to confess all this, and 
more, besides, that is coming presently. But you said some- 
thing very true one day when you were angry with me : '' Surely 
I love you well enough to be spared the insult of deceit ! " 

* Indeed, indeed you deserve better at my hands than con- 
cealment, and I cannot go on letting you love me under false 
pretences. I can't receive any more of your constant atten- 
tions; your delicate kindness; your dear, good words, with 
the doubt that you would perhaps withdraw them if you knew 
one or two things as they stand, or rather as they stood, for I 
am yours again, and more firmly, more safely, if you forgive me, 
if you will have me, than I perhaps ever was. Will you believe 
me if I tell you that I love you, you alone, you, until I die ; 
that I love you as if you were not my wife ? And now you 
shall know all about it from the very beginning. You may 
believe in the love I am telling you of, since I confess in tlie 
same breath that when I left Italy I sincerely thought I loved 
you no longer. You were too good to me, and I needed to be 
taught what existence without you would mean; I stood in 
need of the contact of other women to see how small they are 
by my wife's side. I don't know how I could have been such 
a fool — anyhow I got tired of home, sick of routine, and it 
seemed to me when you came up so full of love that you were 
an insatiable, exaggerated little creature. I have always hated 
restraint — you know that, because you have so often called me 
a spoiled boy — and when I sent in that unlucky request for a 
foreign post, I thought I was going to enjoy myself thoroughly 
without you. I don't know what aberration took me. I got 
that unfortunate idea in my head, to regain my liberty and 
spend bachelor-wise the few years — ah ! they are very few, 
Arduina, dearest — that separate me from middle-age. And I 
couldn't rest until I had worked it out. I have not had much 
pleasure for my pains ; it certainly has not been worth the 
harm done to you who have been so patient, who have never 
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uttered a complaint of your dull life^ or written me an angry 
word. 

' I came here and found myself in a world of old acquaintance 
— ^you know I had but just returned from Constantinople when 
I first went to Frasso. And for a while^ in my own way, which 
is not very noisy^ I led the kind of life I had come to lead. But 
it wouldn't do. There was an emptiness in everything and a 
discomfort over everything. I have found two or three women 
here charming^ and the time I spent with them was pleasant. 
But I wanted my Arduina when I came home. Speaking of 
women^ do you remember once, when we were talking of fidelity 
and all that sort of thing, you told me you would never be 
jealous, whatever you saw or whatever was brought against me, 
if only I would promise to always tell you all ? You put me on 
my honour^ do you remember ? And I gave my word readily, 
so small was the chance of my ever having anything awkward 
to reveal. I have two such things now — one a passing adven- 
ture^ and another that has lasted some time^ that has ended 
because she had to go away^ but principally — principally because 
I had no longer any heart to carry into the business. I don't 
think you would like me to continue on this theme; if you 
want me to be more explicit, though, tell me. At whatever 
cost, you shall know all you want to. Oh, dear, how miserable 
it makes me to write all this^ knowing that you will cry when 
you read it ! There is no excuse for me ; and even you, who 
were always ready with excuses for every erring mortal, I am 
afraid will not find one. I have shown myself to you as a weak 
man, full of pet vices (I have played heavily here, but then 
they all do)^ and not knowing himself what he wants. Most 
people have great ideas about me ; perhaps, to have loved me 
so tenaciously, you thought me better than I am, and now you 
will care for me no more. Is it so .^ I wish your answer were 
here already. 

^ Oh, dearest, in the name of our love, that has not been like 
the conventional love of most, but, on my part, the deepest, if 
not the only, passion ; in the name of the years we have suffered 
for each other, don't give me up! Don't write me a cold 
letter ; don't meet me carelessly when next I see you. 

' I have found out so many things about myself I had only 
half-suspected — that I am weak, and need all a woman's for- 
bearance ; that I am selfish ; and that my youth is irretrievably 
past. Henceforth, if I am not to feel abandoned and old before 
my time, I must have you beside me. Henceforth, if I am to 
feel a thrill of any sort at a woman's contact, it cannot be any 
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other woman but you^ Arduina : I have learned it by nauseous 
comparisons. How false^ how little refined — above all, how 
little passionate they all are when I think of you ! I have been 
wicked and unkind ; but I could not have been in my right 
mind when I left you. 

' There are many, many more things I would say, but I have 
written such a lot already, all to the same purpose ! Just at 
this moment, with your portrait before me, I feel as if I would 
gladly give half my remaining years for a kiss of yours — one of 
our early Frasso kisses ! Surely you are not angry with me to 
the point of having forgotten them, of refusing to quite forgive 
me if I ask you for their sake ? I don t call forgiveness the 
writing me no sharp letter, the giving me no hard names, the 
remaining a wife merely kind and submissive. Pelt me with 
all your might and be naughty to me, hambina mia, so long as 
you become your own self again afterwards. And don't cry at 
what I have written ; believe me, it is all past and gone. You 
will want to know why I have made up my mind to write just 
to-day } 

* For a long time I didn't know what my uneasiness meant ; 
I had to go through all sorts of juvenile follies over again with- 
out knowing what I did want, before discovering that it was 
simply my wife. And when I had got thus far, dread of the 
confession that must come kept me hesitating from day to day ; 
though I knew there was no escape but confession, owing to 
your clear-sightedness, that would brook no concealment^ to my 
solemn promise to always tell you all ; and to my own uncom- 
fortable conscience, that never liked half-and-half measures. 
At last I got sick of the style of letters I had taken to writing, 
as if we were only very close friends or dear cousins ; the com- 
position of them grew frightfully difficult; yet on first arriving 
I could not have written you a love-letter like the old ones for 
any amount of trying. Nor could I change my manner without 
a radical explanation ; you are far too clever a little woman to 
be put off with tricks of that kind. I went on delaying, until 
two circumstances decided me. First, your portrait Pericoli 
took last month arrived — ^by the way, what an excellent photo 
for an amateur ! — and it was so thoroughly you that I could 
scarcely endure the desire of having you; while it showed 
me you have grown thinner than you were, and I knew the 
fault was mine. I hated myself for having brought nothing but 
sorrow into your life. And secondly, looking over some papers, 
I find this is the anniversary of the day I was put in command 
of the 1 ISth — you remember her — the torpedo-boat I was so 
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proud of and that took me to Frasso^ to you, sweetheart. I 
made up my mind I would not pass another night, and here 
I am. Surely you will be gentle with my sins to-day, remem- 
bering ? 

' It is nearly dark. To-morrow I will write again, answering 
your letter that reached me the day before yesterday, and 
giving you what news I have — political principally, for nobody 
talks of anything else but Crete, 

'There is yet another thing I would say, and have left it for 
the last, hardly daring to hope. Will you come to me? I 
know you fear nothing, that is why I ask you, regardless of the 
long journey and the unquiet moment — it is not thai will stop 
you, if you forgive me and choose to come. Besides, we might 
find some means of having you accompanied ; and if you came 
at once there would be no need, for matters are at a standstill 
just now. Anyhow, we will discuss ways and means, and all 
about business afterwards ; for this once, just answer this plain 
though very bold question : Will you come if it is possible ? If 
Lauretta were to hinder, you might make arrangements with 
^^*^ and my father, and leave her with them until our return. 
WeHlnow she can be trusted to Laura. How is the child } 
Hug her well for me. Will she know me, I wonder, when she 
sees me again ? 

'I am sure you will find this letter rather rambling and 
confused; pardon me — you know of old that my ideas do 
not easily find the most perfectly adapted w^ords, and my style 
was always execrable. 

' I won t say another word, not even one more piteous : Will 
you come .^ Only, if you do come, the very first time I have 
you safe in my arms, you shall see whether I was in earnest 
in telling you that I love you, that I want you, that I shall 
be for ever your own with the same passion as the first day I 
kissed you. 

' Prospero.' 
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Is it possible for a past to die so completely as to make even 
the thought of raising its bones into partial life agam a weariness 
and a new agony ? 

Quite an endless time she stood with that appeal in her hand 
when she had glanced through it and had seen its meaning. 
He wanted her now, it seemed. 

And she would go, because she could still do much for him. 
The power of dissimulation, she knew, would leave her only 
with her life. In time, it might grow into a necessity, a lust. 
Poor Prospero ! 

But what could he do for her} Suddenly, she grasped it 
fully, realized it intensely, the contact with the blind crowd 
that was coming, the daily companionship that was no longer 
needed. Only, she would not do as he had done. She 
would not flee. At last, at last she started into full com- 
prehension of the deep-seated egoism, never-to-be-satisfied^ 
that was the only legitimate child of her self-taught soul, 
the only true passion of her maturer being. There it was, 
the sterile predominance of intellect, the hopeless, perpetual 
need of conscious abstraction that had met her so often, 
greeting her in so many forms, and that she had never 
recognized. 

And with this latent in her since the hour of her first 
thought, she would have set herself up as an apostle ! She 
had clung to the trammels of religious, mediaeval heroism 
in her intuitive need of mysticism. She had believed in 
the eternity, in the satisfying power of love. How many 
of our nearest things remain unknown, misknown, or over- 
known until the striking of the hardest hour, 'when we too 
learn that all is vain ' ! 

Day had come. Tlie almost tangible shadows that had 
frightened her were resolving into thin, pale air ; the phantoms 
that had misguided were resuming their reality of mile-stones 
by the way-side. And the deep, far voices, the ghostly 
warnings, were turning out to be no more than the rustle 
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of dead leaves dropping from tbe live tree on to other 
dead leaves. The artificial illumination of her life seemed 
treacherous enough now ; but the sick yellow of earliest dawn 
is not comforting, and no cold surpasses in dreariness the chill 
of the morning twilight. 

Her arms fell sinewless along her sides^ and the sheets of 
the penitent letter fluttered over the white steps to the gravel 
of the terrace. 

' Was it papa ? ' panted Lauretta^ in dire strife with her load 
of cushions. 

' Yes. He sends Lauretta kisses — lots and lots ! ' 

She dropped her burden and sprang to Arduina. 

• Give me the kisses papa sends.' Prospero's wife bent down, 
almost on her knees^ and the little girl climbed up to her face, 
the short arms squeezed round her neck, the chubby legs 
tucked away round her waist. 

A sort of despairing avidity, a sort of clinging fast to some- 
thing that slips, lingered in the closeness of Arduina's embrace 
as she buried her lips in the soft, untidy meshes again, again, 
again. 

' Isn't he never coming home ? ' the baby asked, docile this 
time, for a wonder, under the long caress. 

' No, dear ; not yet. But we are going to him.' 

*What?' 

'We are going where papa is, you and I, Lauretta. He 
wants us.' 

With a scream that was a very yelp in its exuberance, the 
large-mouthed, gypsy-headed child twisted itself out of her 
arms and started off ' to tell Lizzie,' capering on her way like a 
young cat. 

Arduina mounted to the vast dining-room, wearily. The 
few remaining steps were too high for her now ! On the ninth, 
the last, she paused and turned once more to the sail-gemmed 
cool waters that would have cured her in time, to the kind 
Mediterranean that knetv. 

Round the Sphinx's claws, where Circeo still in its sunset 
gear of white and faint violet stretched itself before its living 
mirror of clear green, a frail vapour that seemed motionless, 
slight as a sigh made visible, hung on the dim horizon. It was 
the smoke, dissolving but slowly in the great calm, of a vessel 
that had passed southwards. 

Just above the Sphinx's head floated a tiny, dreaded black 
cloudlet, the infallible wind-signal. It would be stormy to* 
morrow. 
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The sheets of the penitent letter stirred feebly on the 
pebbles of the terrace, and the blue-grey pigeons that worried 
the gravel for crumbs, timid in spite of their tameness, flapped 
away with a high flutter of wings at that helpless heaving of 
neglected paper in the low breeze. 

AH the bitterness in the savour of ashes burst over her soul, 
and round her nostrils thickened a reek as of extinguished 
lights. 
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